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UNDERDOG ZINE 


ISSUE #2, SUMMER 1992 


WARNING: May be unsuitable for cool, mature readers! 


Hello again and welcome to Underdog Zine #2. This 
issue has pretty much freaked us all out, due to the fact that it's 
nearly twice as thick (well, one and a half times at least). We're 
all really stoked to be doing this, and we're having a lot of fun, 
despite the fact that all the work is pretty overwhelming. We've 
also been busy with releasing two new full length records, 
holding monthly record swap/punk fest things at the loft, trying 
to make it to every show to set up a table, and all the other 
basic shitwork involved in running a record label. We're busy 
as hell, but it's totally fun and totally worth it. Chicago is 
becoming cooler and cooler all the time, and more and more 
people are getting off their asses and doing stuff. That's really 
exciting. | 

About this zine, well, if it keeps growing at this pace we'll 
be at the hardcover encyclopedia format in no time. (heehee) 
Contributions are always welcome and totally encouraged-- 
although we have new requirements for text. All we ask is 
that you either type it crystal fucking clear so we can scan it in 
(laserprint or typewriter with a standard typeface, not dot 
matrix!) ,give it to us on a Mac disk (IBM may be cool too...call 
and ask about it), or if you live in the area, come over to the loft 
and type it into our Mac yourself. (The latter would be 
extremely cool.) Or, if you want to lay it out yourself, please use 
our specifications! Pages are 5 1/2 X 8 1/2, but the image area 
is 4 3/4 X 7 1/2. Please don't go outside the image area! 
Thanks. 

Well, | guess that wraps it up for this intro. U-dog Zine #1 
is all out, but hopefully will be available soon. Call or write for 
details. Hope you enjoy... 

-Underdog Crew 


(Pissytime 


with Glen 


“The only thing you have to fear, is 
government itself." - Thumper ~92. 


Did you see it on TV? The L.A. riots? Looked similar 
to Yugoslavia didn't it? But did you really see what 
happened? | didn't. When 1 went to bed the 
rioters were on the news as, people incensed 
about the the Rodney King verdict. They were in 
the streets and angry. In the morning, the EE 
of people discussing their & 
anger for the cameras were replaced by 
helicopter shots of burning neighborhoods and the 
terms "loote:s" and “savages " were wielding 
about like rubber bullets. A situation that was ready 
to happen did just that. People are pissed about 
the system that controls them and police that 
govern them. The not-Guilty verdict of the 
policemen beat Rodney King was the match that 
was needed to Ignite a revolution which was ready 
to explode. 

The question is, who's to blame? And here is 
where bush tries to explain. "It's the Liberals failed 
programs of the 60's," says he in a last ditch effort 
to make to make the democrats look bad. These Ar 
said programs were in place to establish 


businesses and lives of péople in poorer Y ^ 
neighborhoods. Even our republican newspaper, 
The Chicago Tribune laughed at Busch's FM 


statement mentioning that Reagan and Busch cut (с Е 
those programs down to Knobby twigs, hence AC. 
why they failed. 


2 


Enter the media. We all know that media as well as 

the government is run by big basins. We can see 

; this happening as large communications and 

manufacturing corporations are buying up TV and 

radio stations as fast as we buy their products. A 

| N scary new law allows one owner possess up to 30 

N AM and FM radio stations on one local market. In 

fact, Ralph Nader's Public Citizen organization 

reported that in 1983, 50 corporations controlled the 
US mass media. Now the number is down to 23! 

Deregulation spawns competition, right Ronnie? - 

NOTI All this is in effort to control information and 

decide what you watch, hear, and ultimately, buy. 

Look to NBC as an example . Everything you watch 

on it goes with General Electric's cooperate 

philosophy as GE owns NBC. 

In the LA uprising, the media decided to show 
select images of a white truck driver being beat up 
by blacks, and innocent Koreans defending their 
stores with guns. They showed people "out of 
control” looting stores instead of the people 
attacking the power structure. Banks, government 
offices, and police stations were also targets of 
rioters. Was this shown or discussed? NO! Was 
their true anger explored? Not on my TV! All | saw 
saw on the networks was the violence. The only 
people that went into the streets to interview to 
interview to get tier opinions and feelings were 
public TV and radio reports. The images you saw 
on the networks were shown to portray the rioters 
as barbarous looters апа thus, sway public 
opinion against the people involved in the uprising. 
In short, the mass media tries and succeeds to 
perpetuate racism. 


Why"? Empowerment. That scary PC word that has 
your government, Ihc. shitting In it"s depends 
undergarments. They don^t want us to control our 
lives. The uprising in LA was anarchy in it's purest 
form. A coup, a revolution! Complete with the 
writings of Bakunin to guide it along. Could you 
imagine if the media portrayed this as a 
revolution? The violence would have intensely 
spread in this country faster than the news of 
Fergie’s divorce. 

The National Guard and Marines weren't sent to 
protect bulsness. saw many a Korean defending 
thelr own stores screaming .“ Where's the 
National Guard!” They were there in Bush's words 
to “show these rioters who's boss” and stop the 
rioters from gaining too much ground» The 
Natlonal Guard were protecting the system« not 
the people. The same system to that keeps the 
poor in the vile clutches of those who wield power. 
All this while fat Ed Beersucker sits in his living room 
cheering It all on... 

The media used It’s power to turn the rioters into 
the enemy and to take away any power they may 
have gained. The influential power of the media 
cannot be Ignored. This is why government radio 
and TV are seized during uprising elsewhere. 

It ended with a message from your president. 
He walked into LA after uprising was all over 
looking like a puppy who had just peed on the 
carpet.Being careful to stay clear of the 
neighborhoods where any of the real violence 
went down, he visited a gospel church and 
promised the neighborhood money. Photo 
opportunity number 1. The second day he 
congradulated the police, his minions defending 
the new world order at home. He then went on to 
blame the liberals for our country’s problems. 
George always has time for a little party 
electioneering. Photo opportunity number 2. Back 
to Washington he went. Home from a visit that was 
as fruitful as his joumey to Japan. 


My point? Don't trust the media. They either 
want you to buy thelr government. We have 
alternative sources for news and ideas that aren't 
funded by and manipulated by cooperate 
influence. Public TV and radio provide objective 
views on events as they are not controlled but 
large corporations. If you're lucky enough to have 
a college radio station in your town, they may be 
airing Pacifica Network Occurrences. If they don't 
air it , give them a call and tell them you feel their 
station would be serving the community better if 
they aired a news service from Pacifica. 

Lastly, talk and listen to people. | can't begin to 
tell you how many Ideas | have had brewing in my 
mind that could never find words If it weren't for 
conversations I've had with people that seemed 
to help sum up what you have been thinking inside 
of a few sentences. In other words, Listen to each 
other not the mass - media. 


You were a kid and something һар- 
pened to you that changed your 
life, that made you the person you 


are now. 


You might hove been three, or eight, or twelve, but 
you remember it like it was yesterday. 


I've been collecting stories like that this year for 
printing in a one-shot zine in 1993. | need more 
stories, from all kinds of people. 


Send in your story, whether it's a few words or a couple 
pages. If you «an send a photo from your childhood, do that. | will return 
the photo, and send a copy of the zine later. i will not be printing names of the authors, 
because | want all the stories to have equal weight, free of any celebrity hype. 


Send any story to: Ebb! and Flow? PO Box 397 Skokie, IL 60076-0397 


BYS Quimby’s Bookstore 
1328 N. Damen Ave. 


tut sevenad, Chicago IL 60622 
MEE» 312.342.0910 
| Hours: 11-8 Mon-Sat 
1-6 Sun 


BRING THIS COUPON IN FOR 10% OFF 
2 ANY PURCHASE OF $10.00 OR MORE. 
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FREE...CAUSE...WE'RE NOT OUT TO MAKE MONEY. 
WERE OUT TO MAKE A CHANGE! PLEASE INCLUDE 


LAST YEAR WHEN i WAS IN KAGH ScHoOL.MY FRIEND 
STENE TOLD ME ABOUT THIS WEIRD PHILLIPINO GUY 
HE MET. AMMELITO? MAN THAT'S А SN UP 
NAME HE MUST BE SCREWED OP, (THAT'S NOT REALLY 
WHAT | THOUGHT IT JUST SD =D RIGHT), ANYWAY 
Ib NEVER TALKED To THIS GUY BUT (b HEARD 
PLENTY OF STORIES. THE 1210F THE STORIES ID 
HEARD ABOUT HIM WERE SEEMINGLY BULLSHITTY 


AND [F THEY WERE TRUE (мисі «5 PROBABLY THE 

CASE BECAUSE STEVE RARELY Lied) [1 ALREADY FELT 
EAD FoR HIM, 

mim mmm, mene, 
AMmzLITO LIVED IN SOME RZALLY BAD PARTS OF 


THE PHILLIPINES, THE @HSTTO'S TO GE Ро2сіс= | GUESS 
HE SAW HIS DAD GET HIS THROAT SLICED OPEN PoR 
A FEW BUKS IN THE GUYS РоскЕТ„ AMMELITO ALSO 
SAW Some OF HIS FRIENDS JymP OFF OF BUILDINGS WHILE 
FUCKED oP ON P.C.R S0mz OF HIS OTHER FRIENDS 
DIED WHEN SOMZ HARDCORE COMMUNISTS THREW A 
Som S AT A HARDCORE SHOW., | FOUND THIS OOT WHEN 
| ASKED HIM IF HE WANTED TO сю TO A SHON AT 
MeGezecoOs , IN THE SUBURBS! AT THe TME, 
WHEN 1 ASKED Him, HE WAS GIVING MY FRIEND 
STZ A BRAND мем T-SHIRT, TRE ce ONS 
H 5° oF HIM, , VA SSD CALM 
AND TURNED us HAD IWO HARDCORE BAD. 
HE YELLED, "PEOPLE How BOMBS gna MY 
FRIENDS DIE, 


AMIME LITO (косо HARDCORE BAD’) 


HS ACTED OLT THE THROWING OF A BomB USING VARIOUS 
GRINDING È WRENCHING SOUNDS, THEN AN EXPLOSION 
SENDING FLEM ONTO MY FACE AND ARMS, AFTER. 
THAT, SILENCE HMO. THEN AMMILITO WENT INTO 
ANOTHER INSANE STORY INVOLVING SOUNDS OF THROATS 
BEING SLASHED AND BLOOD тескеме DOWN, STEVE 
AND | LoooKzDD AT ZACH OTHER. SILENCE ce ee» о AFTER 
A к= MINUTE LULL AMMELITO SHOOK QUIZ HANDS SAID 
GOODBYE AND LEFT, 


— 
EST p 


кыр ы АМ 
ÍEYTUTITTITITES Dini oe SR 


VARIOUS OTHER STORIES EMERGED OVER THE соз? 
OF LAST 5=м=5ТЕе . ZACH ONE OF THE REST OF THE 
STORES BROUGHT NEW e DAgxis$5) TO THz 
EXTENT OF AMMELITOS FUCKED UP PAST AND WHAT 
SO HN LIKE THAT 0025 To Som OO y. HIS SES 
BROLGHT WISIONS OF WAR, SICKNESS, AND DESPERATION. 


М=Ар. THE END OF THE YEAR AmMzLITO TOD ma. 
Hz WAS GANG To BUY A GUN AND SHOOT Some SU AT 
VOCATIONALS SCHOOL. SOME GUY BIAT AMMZUT vP 
AND DIDNT GET CAUGHT, LATER HE OD HIS MC 
AND NOTHING WAS DNS Sc Sr AMMELITO GETNNG 
NAME FOR EVERYTHING . BAD. KARMA рор= / 

| 60255 VY COULD S THAT KNOWING SOM=GODY 
LIKE AMM=LITO PUTS LIF= INTO A Mo 
SERENE STATZ o | 


Sr 


MUSIC THAT MAKES 
YOU GO БЕК! 


I feel like I should be wearing.red satin fringe and sitting in 
Barbara Jo's Lone Star Bar. This can mean only one thing... 

enny Rogers... 

In order to keep us with the public's growing interest in Kenny 
Rogers, we decided to compile reviews of some of his greatest toe- 
tapping hits right here in this zine!!! 

Reviews by: Jimmy-Joe-Bob Smith and Wesson. 


YEE-HAW SCALE: 
4 Yee-haws = Hot Damn Good 
3 Yee-haws = Damn Good 
2 Yee-haws = [Єз country so I reckon it's ok 
1 Yee-haws = Wouldn't feed it to the runt of my hog: 


If Kenny wuz a dawg, he'd look like dis 


1. COWARD OF THE COUNTY (4:19) 

This one's for Becky, and Becky shore is one might lucky cowgirl. [ез 

got Tar gee-tars and а foot-stompin’, rip-roarin' beat. I give it 
ee-haws. 


2. LOVE WILL TURN YOU AROUND (5:35) 
This here toon is from the movie "Six Pack". Shore not his best, but 
hecky darn: 2 Yee-haws. 


$. LADY (3:51) 

ounds like something you'd name a dawg. Kenny musta had some 
Delbert write this one.. I give it jeest 1 measly Yee-haw, ‘though my 
maw kinda likes it. 


4. THE GAMBLER (3:32) 
That Kenny! Shore can tell а story. Makes me wanna go out and git 
maself а deck о cards! 4 Mighty Yee-haws for this here muz-ee-cal 


dee-light. (Cuz y'all know groooove IS in the Heart!) 
| „Created by Jeanette & Nikki 
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LARRY DALLAS? 


(From the critically acclaimed THREE'S 
COMPANY, you dummy!) 


-by Nikki and Jeanette 


From that California wind blown hair to 
those skin tight button down Hawailan shirts, 
Larry Dallas was 100% Grade A stud, and you 
know it baby! 

But what ever happened to our car-selling 
hero after Mr. Furley evicted him? 

“He got tarred and feathered for being 
such a yellow-bellied, lying, self-centered male 
chauvinist loser!” may be your first response. 
and, perhaps, quite a valid response at that. But, 
not Quite the hand that Fate has dealt our Regal 
Beagle patron. 

At first, he spent months at the denny's 
Hotel in los Angeles while he continued working 
as a used car salesman. But then, something 
happened. 

Remember what Mr. Rogers used to talk 


i d about how you can't go down the drain? Well, 


on Larry got that sinking feeling, that right down 
the drain was where he was headed. So he 
decided it was time to find himself. 
After spending many moons herding yaks 
in Tibet, he discovered his true calling in life. 
MOTLEY CRUE. 
Upon learning that MOTLEY CRUE was 
looking for a new lead singer ( for Vince Мей 
zi himself was also in Tibet finding HIMSELF as 
4 well), larry promptly sprouted wings and flew 
directly to Motley Crue, California. 

The guys In the Crue were so stoked that 
they nearly creamed their spandex! Larry was 
Immediately welcomed in the band and has been 
busy preparing for the World Tour next year. 

Larry reflects: “I thought living in the 
that apartment and knowing Jack Tripper was a 
good way to get girls, but now I know that being 

in a band is where it's at.“ 


+0 
SHOCK 
“TRUCKING, 


Not many people think of trucking as an alternative lifestyle ! 
but it's far more alternative then being a punk-rocker working a 
part-time job at Kinko's. Part-time is really one half of the full- | 
time 9 to 5 where you work for someone else. The only difference is j 
that you get really fucked hours and even worse pay. i | 
Being а trucker you become one of the last cowboys, ап outlaw, 
a bandit, and chances are you're a non - tax paying citizen. Trucking 
is PUNK. Yeah, you travel all around the country seeing the best and 
worst parts of America. Depending on what you're hauling, you could 
find yourself a lot of cool free shit. For example, if you're a 


furniture hauler you can redecorate your house every year. i ES 
Sometimes a wealthy husband may ask you to accidentally lose a S 
sofa that his wife bought. If you're really lucky he'll slip you a fifty ES 


Not a bad deal huh? Now if you're a trade show hauler you only have 
to drive from one end of the country to the other and when you get to А 
your destination some other poor shmuck get's to unload the truck. 


Ihe опу things you have to know as a trucker iSu, 


1.) How to drive a truck. (don't go to Train - Co) 
2.) When the weigh stations on the interstate are open stop so 
that you can wait until they are closed and then blast past them. 


to do it. X 


3.)What kind of radar the PIGS use so that you can be sure your Ке 
radar detector is sharp enough to sense them creeping around. (By AS ox 
the way the police have got a new detector out this year with what SS 
is called the third wide band so all those racing around with old — 


detectors are screwed until you get a new detector for $250 - $300) 

4.)The new national drivers licence. It's a new way for the 
government to keep tabs on you. You can get as many tickets as you 
want because you have a license for each state. Now state licenses 
don't work on the federal ones do. 

5.) What trucking season is.. Yes, just like migrant workers 
you too have to know where to go. Summer is the strongest season 
for trucking. When fall comes around go home and enjoy all of the 
money you've made or go north and get loads of Christmas trees. 

6.) Which truck stops glve free showers with that 200 gallons. 


7.) Realize that you and your trucking buddies have the power to shut 
the whole country down. If you all manage to stop running then 
nothing gets transported and the corporations start bitching and the 
government starts shitting in it's pants. (Train transportation is 
very minimal). Remember to pay off the truckers who hate authority 
(and you punk rockers thought that you knew all about anarchy, but 
can you truly create it.) 

NOTE: Number five is why trucking is 
better than a part time job. Though you have to work almost 24 hrs. a 
day & about 4 months (about the end of May until the beginning of 
September), you can take 8 months off with the money you've made. 
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DAMAGED ZINE 


ISSUE#3 OUT IN JULY 


NEW FORMAT - 7" X 8 1/2" 
32 PAGES + 20 PG. INSERT. 


STILL AVAILABLE: 


ISH#1 - INTERVIEW 
WITH BORN AGAINST 


ISH#2 - MARXISM, 
MARIJUANA, MORE. 
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а DAWAGED ZINE, PCB 9631 


NU ^ BIENNIAL OE PERENNIAL. PLANT 
FOUND (M WELL WATERED MOUNTAIN RAMNES, 
ON RIVERBANICS, PAMP MEADOWS, AND IN 
COASTAL AREAS OF NORTHERN EUROPE AND 


ASIA. DRINK ANGELICA ROOT TEA TO STIMULATE 
THE APPETITE OR RELIEVE FLATULENCE . USE 
IN EXo@zcdsm INCENSE. SPRINKLE THE pour 
COENERS OF YOUR Hovse WITH ITS LEAVES то 
ANARD. OFF EVIL. ADDED TO THE BATH IT CALMS 
THE NERVES AND REMOVES ANY CURSES THAT 
MAY HAVE BEEN CAST UPON YOU. THE ROOT WAS 
CARRIED IN THE M cr AS A GAMBLING 


TALISMAN AHONG NATIVE AMEZI CANS. 
SMOKING THE LEAVES 15 SAID To 
CAUSE VISIONS.. .. * Joay. E. AN 


EVECGZEEN 


>) TREE OR RUSH 
FOUND WILD SAM OF. CULTIVATED 
AROUND THE AES? MEDITERANEAN 
SEA. BAY OIL ANAUE PRESSED 
FROM THE NS Berries AND 

LEAVES: 18 ANN HELPFUL Foe 
RHEUMATISM D AS WELL AS 
Breuisgs. A PASTE MADE 


MIXE O V/ WITH HONEY CAN BE RUBBED 
NTO THE CHEST FOE COLDS AND CONGESTION. 
TO INSURE FIDELITY A COUPLE SHOULD 
BREAK OFF A TWIG FROM A BAY TREE, 
EACH KEEPING A HALF. A BAY LEAF HELD 
INSIDE ONES MOUTH CHASES BAD LUCK AWAY 
A (BAN LEAF PLACEO BENEATH ONES PILLOW 
INDUCES PROPHETIC DREAMS.. . @Love 3 
THE CLOVE IS AN EVERGREEN ТРЕЕ NATIVE TO 
‘THE PHILIPPINES AND THE SPICE TSLANDS. IT 
IS ALSO GROWN IN THE WEST INDIES, a 

MAICA & OTHE TROPICAL AREAS. 
Esa LAM BE USED TO STOP A TOOTHACH 
WHEN OGOPPED INTO A CAVITY. EATING CLOVES 
IS SAID To BE APHRODISIAC. BURNED AS 
INCENSE, CLOVES WILL SToP PEOPLE FROM 
GOSSIPING ABOUT YoU, ATTRACT RICHES, AND 
PAC CEC HY You FROM HOSTILE OF. CES. 


WHEN CARZIED IN ONE'S POCKET CLOVES BRING 
COMFORT TO ONE WHO S BEREAVED AND 
THIS ALSO HELPFUL IN ATTRACTING MEMBEZS 
OF THE OPPOSITE SEX ..JOANOELION... A 
PEZENNIAL THAT 15 FOUND 10 SOME PEOPLES 


DISMAY, ALMOST EVERYWHERE. THE LEAVES 
ARE HEALTHFUL AS SALAD GREENS AND AIP 
IN REMOVING POISONS Бегом the BODY. To 
FIND OUT HOW LONG You WILL LIVE Low THE 
SEEDS OFF THE HEAD OFA DANDEUON. You WILL 
LIVE AS MANY YEARS AS THE NUMGE’ OF SEEDS 
LEFT OM THE HEAD. WHEN THE гост IS DRED, 
ROASTED AND GOUND THEN BEEWED AS TEA 
IT HHC S PSYCHIC POWERS IN THE DRINKES 
WHEN A CUP OF THIS TEA 15 PLACED BESIDE 
ONES BED ITIS Sad TO INVOKE SATS. To 
SEND A MESSAGE TO A LOVER. BLOW AT THE 
SEED HEAD IN HIS 62 HEZ DigEcrioN AND AT 
THE SAME TIME VISUALIZE YOUR MESSAGE .., 
CHN ACEA... + THS NATIVE HERBACEOUS 
ENNIAL PLANT GROWS FROM THE регар 
STATES NORTHWARD TO T^EHNSYUVAMIA . THE 
Qooneroci- IS USED TO MAKE A EU cOD 
PURIFYING TEA. ECtHNACEA WAS USED BY TRE 
HATINE AMERICANS AS AN OFFERING TO THE 
SPATS To EMNWSUORE AND STPEENGCTHEN SPELLS 
MUN NEL... A BIENNIAL Of} PERENNIAL. 
PLANT THAT GROWS WILD IN THE MEDTMTERAN- 
EAN AND IN ASIA MINOS. THE SEEPS ARE 
EATEN TO AE “THE APPETITE AND RELIEVE 
GAS. THS EXPLAINS THE BOWLS OF CANDIED 
FENNEL SEEDS AT THE eEGISTEZS IN INDIAN 
ZESTAJRANTS. WEARING A PIECE OF FENNEL 
INTHE LEFT SHOE Witt PREVENT Wood пси 
Na BITING Youe LECS. FENNEL BRANCHES 
AZZ HUNG IN WINDOWS, AND Dooes TO WARD OFF 
Куп. SPIRITS... . @incee... PERENNIAL, AND 
INDIGENOUS “To TROPICAL ASIA. TEN GCINGEIS TEA 
Ar He ONSET OF А COLD “TO EASE THe EFFECTS 
OF THE USUAL SYMPTOMS, TO HOE A" Sone 
tigoar CHEN THE BooTSsrode. IN THE gene T. 
= DOBU ISLANDERS SPIT CHEWED (HANGE ат 


THE : 
ONCOMING STeems TO "eU THEM., WS. 


aba dek uith doan A 
e" -A thiths ролл me a puna, 
— ood. ke шд 08 Cons ^ NT 
Mutt of qoum gt theol uwiha. 
vaca AT 55. И —— 
Dear Sex, It all depends n qoa ee having 
ou es зо ае vith 5 20 Biafra loudly 


public I would find that highly demented and 
— more than I would sex with JELL-O 


ing, stupid rich jocks would more likely 
ind the discussion concerning J Biafra to be 
demented because they probably believe thát9 their 
dicks ere just as large as the next guysjs and 
just as satisfying аз {пу rolling pi e They wouid 
probably find sex with g to be far 
mote intriguing but that's stupid rich f 
va. . 1 я 


Dear Bed, It all depends upon whether you will V. 
age gracefully or not. If$ you do age gracefully 
will accept yournarthritic knees ans elbows 
rom all that moshing and stage diving and still 
enjoy the scene at & slower pace such as putting 
on shows or writing for WRR, you coGld even set 
up an A.P.A ур in your ares.A.P.A, (Aging 
Punks Anon s) gives you the oppurtunity to 
reminisce n-pp- peace without having to bear 
the ewful thought of ep called Gramps by the 
younger generation, Now if you donot age 
gracefully you will mm&x most likely wind up 
taking Gerital citrus flavored supplement and 
lecturing your grandkids from your rocking chair 
"In my day there were some REAL hair styles“. 


Dear Nose, The mela kite ctun originated 
in Malagdia where the kite got ій prefix "malay 
The kite is assembied in аузіа by Malaysians 
for mala punks, But at thee recent kite summit, 
the United Nations ruled the mala kite to be a 
hezard to our deteriorating 
environment namely the aysian rain foresata.., 
from which the kites are manufactured. 
OR Biliie Joe could be referring to the 
een stone Mala-Chite. 
No Duh Bitch!!!) ЫБ 


fi fi aeg te 
——.— * ai "hair", 1 would мацу erg 
etf sn . 


gelt 
mu mE to stop stealing. Sir its ends 


because it contains irritafbie chemicals that 
would harm an} animal species. Taleo racoomend 

fog you MOT to use the epiledy om yourself ОЙ any 
ome èlse unless you оге à complete ssdéomazochist. 
You might want te check out t 227 142428. 

3. H. A. F. . 4. nn (the Short Haired Advis 7 
Vegetarian Bpiledy Sadomasochista) а 


— N N. MAM ye Bas 

/ WAS LATE то Mr E 
DAY BECAUSE THE SUBWAY TELS WERE 
FLOODED $'/ COT HAIG UP Lerne TO Ё 


za — 

| SAT DOWN IN) AN SN REZ 
CH Bus uzxT TO =X Ten 
AS SOON AS ID SS = WTO THE 524 ОЛ 
UT TO "IM Ks CAVES "mz 4 LTTE Aly | 
NOD LIK “изу wyezuP7" THEN Hz S =h 
OUT HE window POR AWHILE. | TRIED TO H 
CONVERSATION WITH HIM, : 
уЗ: “рр you HZAR 46007 THE S € ALL OF Tre 
TUNNELS?" HE og НАР, o. HZ SWEERED MD 
LAUGHED ANP THEN ЗАМЕ (^A SEEOUS ТОМЕ e 
ШЇ]; SemzBepY WAS DIELING BY ONE OF THE TUWWEZS 
THAT USzD To BE USED FOR COALA LONG TIME AGO, 
("М THINKIN WHAT?) "MAN, 5от=б007 WAS с^ 
Poin mses Рог A REASON, THAT WAG DONZ „ 
рибе! MAARMAN WHAT A Сот= тас! 

et JUST KEPT LISTENING S IT SOUNDED 2102, 
Tits соч HAD SONZ WEIRD UNDZRGROUND CONDSPIAC/ з 
c D IN His HAD WE: “Tus ISNT THE FEST: 
TIME THAT KAPPNED EITHER. MAN. SOME a , = + 
DIP IT Sf, THERE (ISNT ONZE TITLE COPIAM YS 
FROM) BS 1962 BECAUSE Au- OF THE Oe 
Wace FILLED WITH TITRE INSURE HCN. 

HE WENT O DD You KAW THAT IF vov DON'T ey 
(oz PRINTS Oels foc A BULDING THEN VOD 


* ia 
ue чә 
CAN^ SELL OF. BUY THE PLACE co BD KiJzw 
Чем To Fuck THAT UP P" 

"ҮА | BET SOMEBODY KNOWS 7Wosz 
E LIKE THe BAK OE THESE HAND! 
(1 WAS бым Mimon) | BET SOMEBODY KNEW 
WHER= TO POKe HOLES SO THE BASEMENT 
would FLoop," ` 

ШЇ: + у= ААА, YzAAP HE Sm ED AUD H — 
AT ME LIKE 1 WAS CRAZY, WHKH COMKIDENT- 
ALLY WAS WMT + THOUGHT ABOUT Him. 
Gia: "HZY wmr$ THE NEXT =тор?" 
інім? en DGE, VzAH AED 


MZ >> == == МАД“ . /| miss=p 
MY STOP / cer OFF AND 


WALKED TO “THE. WRONG TRAIN WHICH 
WENT KEALLY SLOWWW/ 


ARIES 

If you ve taken the previous advice and given up ramming 
into walls and friends, then its likely that qood things are 
soon to ensue. Oh happy happy joy jou! 


TAURUS 

Now that you ve stuck yourself into a gargantuan glob of 
dried red jello, wear a hat over those “I always want to stick 
myself someplace’ horns! Maybe your mass o admirers will 
overlook your unusually big head. 


GEM ENT 

Technology has enabled most siamese twins to separate. You 
should let go of your other half. Try it!! (peer pressure), you 
may be able to run faster. 


Now that we realize your shaved head is not due to 
chemotherapy, but rather our best friend Mr. Razor or Ms. 
Clippers. Good to Know youre healthy! Just Keep eating all 


LEO 
"Well, being ousted didnt turn out to be so bad. Your 
roar can be heard down the block and , at feast, 


positively, half way and across the street. Things aren't 
nearly as bad as you imagined! 


VIRGO 

Strange and wonderful occurrences may surface due to the 
efforts of Aries and Taurus who are for once feeling small 
with the knowledge that horns don't rule the world. Take 


advantage of their insecurities while you can! 


LIBRA 

‘The walls are closing in. Soon if you don't move you will 
be cramped and scrunched. QUICK! Leave your room, 
you anglophobe, oops!, І mean agoraphobiac!! 


SCORPIO 

Your poison has leaked out. Take your rugs to the cleaners. 
Visitors won t appreciate puddles of pus infested ooze. Also if this 
task is not accomplished soon enough bacteria will begin to take 
over your environment. The butter flies will never return. 


SAGITTARIUS 
Your arrow hit the bull's eye! Exactly as planned. Ооооо- 


eeeeec!! Right arm! Congratulations! Just watch out for 
undesirable horny toads. 


APRICORN 
‘Well, your goatee is untangled but be on the lookout for slit- 


ends. Oh man, this is all I think of for Capricorn. I've pulled 
all I can out of my anus. 


AQUARIUS 
‘Be careful that your ego isn t bigger than your shoe size. Some big 
monster on speed may come and clobber you if you don't watch 


whose toes you step on. You may regret it later on if putting your 
friends through a meat grinder turns you on. 


PISCES 

‘Watch that your scales aren t pawed by Leo unless you will 
seriously enjoy it. If it is what youre after at this point in 
time, by all means... have an afternoon tea party. 


THE zs ADVE N TURES OF 


ELIP 


TODAYS =Ё!бор=: | TODAYS =Ёїбор=: DOMESTIC HC, WYfoceAct 


ҸО) CANT DROP OUT O SchH IS A PRWZUG= 
SCHOOL. ITS THE MOT IT'S мот A RIGHT,’ 
erue E YoU CAN 
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AND NOW LOOK 
WHAT L RAVE 


Apel 17”, 42, 


From the desk ої... . 


DICK DESOTO 


VON NK X/ А 
/ 7 0 OI rà 


XA Фоа, 
ens 


ОО 5, better plug my butt, 
Beller wot tet thot one squeak by lea loudl 
LeYs hope doesn't smell bad | 
T cow be doing Mets kind o} 54204 
IM AT wogk. 


Ve caps T shou hn ecl bean burritos 
From Taco Bell an Ha doy $ T wark" 
X Soo arrange ‚ Ads Sk, ond агулиге my 
(eX Ao please the mom wilh Ha de. 
Odes. Another Squeezed our: Thank. Со i 
X din yell too loudly . 
for ado prevenen X get up and 
uate G ed he гасу ۾ الاما‎ lak 
lousy, to Me try and yecw-culate the alr, 


May be IM betta ااا و‎ Yh molecules 
Prod Way . 
Tim Ae nay neryouS. T Wee the 
mon doesnt noice. 


A fictional Gemülfürz ду 
Glen D. Herman 


A meeting of Germans and 
Americans is not uncommon in this day 
and age of cheap travel and hastily 
arranged band tours. It was simple; they 
needed us to get on a bill touring with an 
American band and we needed them to 
lug our blind souls all around Europe. 

The friendship was shaky at 

first. A few words and cigarettes 
exchanged but little else in the first days, 
save a few casual stares and trying to 
figure each-other out. No real curiosities 
though. They smoked like us, drank beer 
like us, and thought themselves 
great....like us. For the most part, we 
stayed to our side of the van in the 
beginning. 
After a few shows, we understood their 
arrogance and they understood our 
ignorance; all which became fuel for 
many a late night discussion. Each 
member of the two groups who were 
strangely brought together were finding 
complimentary personalities to hang 
with. Our friendships became closer as 
times became ugly. 

Being in Europe during winter 
is sleeping in a refrigerator while 
wearing wet clothes. Natural gas costs a 
king's ransom so few of the punk houses 
we called home on this tour could afford 
heat. АП in all, one can expect little of 
the amenities that we as Americans 
grow up with to be available when 
you're sleeping in squats. The German's 
laughed at our complaints of cold and 
the subsequent diseases that all of us had 
caught. We looked like whimpy fish 
while the Germans gloated about their 
ability to stand the aversions. While all 


^ 


the while, they were becoming as sick as 
us. It got to the point of near brawls; us 
complaining about being cold, sick, and 
having to wipe our asses with 
yesterday's football results and them 
complaining about us. It was all about to 
change. - 
When we arrived at the Ferkel 
squat for the gig, it was two in the 
afternoon. The sky was the usual winter 
grey. The cold wet air embraced us as 
we embrionically emerged from the side 
door of our transport. We hacked and 
caughed our way up to the doors. 
Peeling paint greeted our knuckles 
Sharply as we knocked to beg our 
admittance. The only response we heard 
was a moan. Not a common horror moan 
like you hear in Scooby Doo cartoons 
but a sound like the Gregorian chant of a 
monk who lost his choir, some 
rumbling, and then...silence. Stories of 
Indian burial grounds whizzed about 
inside our heads as we made idle humor 
to lighten the moment. The door was 
finally answered by Anasia, a confused 
and sad looking girl who seemed almost 
apologetic about letting us in. 

Inside we were greeted by the 
typical squatted warehouse decor. The 
large windows which always minded the 
street were coated with years of dirt and 
nicotine. It had probably once been the 
sweatshop of a garment manufacturer. 
The rooms were laid out in a sporadic 
yet functional way. The cold cement, 
floor was painted with plaster stones 
which were liberated from the walls by 
years gone vibrations. Rusty bolts that 
once held their machines and their 


operators in place groped for the sky 
from the floor like stunted children held 
in place by their cement parents. In the 
dark rear of the large room we were 
standing loomed the stage. It was built. 
with scrap lumber from a neighboring 
squat that was burned down by the 
police," our butler informed us. We 
cautiously approached this makeshift 
performance space tripping on bolts 
every-other step ‘You must have fun 
dances here,“ I joked. Anasia looked at 
me as if she wanted to cry out a world of 
fear. I kept my humor at bay for the time 
being, 


=) €P 


Another Gregorian moan came 
from around the corner of a wall that 
followed our journey towards the stage. 
As we walked along the abruptly ending 
wall, signs of grey daylight appeared 
around it s corner. Anasia left us to turn 
some lights on as we sat bemused at the 
prospect of entertaining a crowd of 
jaded anarchists trying to survive in the 
dark industrial city of Dresden. Neither 
we nor the Germans spoke a word as we 
waited for the warmth of the artificial 
light and thought about how the evening 
might progress . 


It definitely gets stranger. 


Anasia returned with a story of 
faulty wiring. She complained of her 
Squatmates as lazy assholes who never 
wanted to fix anything. "There will be 
light,“ she promised. We could do little 
but grumble as we were now becoming 
accustomed to playing in less than ideal 
settings. Besides, our thoughts were not 
on electrics at the moment. We couldn-t 
stop thinking about the moaning and the 
grey light which now bathed us in it's 
doleful luminescence. It seemed 
somehow different than the winter day 
Sky that we had to endure. There were 


shadows that bent and filtered this light 
into the warehouse windows around the 
corner that gave the back of the room an 
eery hue I can only liken to the wool of 
a lamb that has been standing in the rain. 

I decided to get away from the 
melancholy group and walk towards the 
light. As I approached the corner from 
where it came, another moan rumbled 
into existence. This moan was so full of 
pain it seemed to make my brain fluid 
coagulate. I stood, frozen like the rusted 
bolts in the floor. At that point, I decided 
I had to see this light... I had to discover 
the source of the moans.... 

Suddenly, I realized I was now 
alone. My travelling companions 
seemed to phase out of existence as my 
mind focused on the rooms ahead. The 
journey and the questions all became 
mine. The corner of that wall seemed 
like a gate I could enter only once, and 
never exit. Then.... music. Sweet music 
like a Mozart opera. Lilting voices 
which seemed to say, "it's alright.“ I 
slowly gelled my body around thc 
corner and then, ...silence. 

I walked on towards a window. 
This window was quite unlike the others 
in the squatted building. It was clear and 
wide where the others were tall. It was 
the source of the shadows and the light. 
I lunged toward it and FLASH! A scene 
I had never expected appeared outside 
the window. An enclosed concretc 
courtyard showed itself. Oddly placed 
cement structures dotted the hard 
flooring. They must have had a function. 
These structures looked anything but 
benevolent. They were rectangular in 
shape with carvings along the sides that 
one might see on the walls of thc 
Acropolis. Carvings showing mythical 
beings stabbing their arrows into thc 
sides of beasts, warriors being slashed to 
horrid deaths by their adversaries, and 
winged angel who watched the madness 
in the world with disgust. А uniform and 
deep looking river snaked along two 


sides of the courtyard. It strangely bent 
at a ninety degree angle and looked 
more like a conveyor belt than a river, It 
flowed rapidly and violently down into 
an ever-deep pit only to rise up again 
and abruptly stop at the far corner of the 
courtyard. The whole area had some sort 
of purpose. Where was Anasia? I must 
know what I am seeing! 

In the background, the Germans were 
playing their da da da da punk rock. 
How long have I been staring out this 
window? How deep is that river? "Da 
da da da . . . the torture garden! I. a da 
da da the torture garden! " The 
Germans played on . I thought to 
myself, God what stupid fucking 


lyrics! What are those structures? Where 


is sad Anasia?'' "Da da da da ...the 
torture garden! Da da da da the torture 
garden! I hadn't a clue. I was lost. 

The Germans music faded like 
the winter sky in evening time. The 
sound in my confused ears was replaced 
by Mozart once again. The opera came 
to life suddenly in a crescendo. I was 
being lifted to amazingly 
psychic heights by the sound when I 
heard the cymbals ...CRASH! The walls 
burst forth and what looked like the cast 
of Don Giovanni came running at me. 
They looked like one hundred Viking | 
warrior clad in 
visigoth garb. Their one hundred swords 
were drawn and their one 
hundred voices sang in loud, tortured, 
opera-like voices. It was like a 
Dungeons and Dragons game was 
coming to life. The urge to leave took ! 
over my complacency as I forced ny, 
relaxed body to take flight. 

I managed to find a дле 
hallway to run through. Several doors 
lined this path, each with a number over 
the door. The doors were heavy oak with 
wrought iron hinges. The floot outside 
the doors was worn in arcs from endless 


them once proudly holding prisoners yet 
now they seemed useless and aged. I had 
gained some speed on the marauding 
opera singers and chose one of the 
doors. 
As I opened the heavy door, I 
listened to the strange combination of 
sounds. Two hundred pounding feet, 
loud opera, and the ominous creaking of 
a door who's hinges had not been 


brought to life since the last prisoner had 


been carried out were jumbled all 
together and stayed in my brain long 


. after the noises faded away. The 


opening and closing of the doors in their 
history. All were shut now. I imagined ` 


marauders continued their futile chase. I 
leaned against the now closed door and 
‚ caught my breath. 

The room I was now in was 
just as mystifying. On the floor, dusty 
| boxes were scattered and dusty air filled 

it's space. Rolled paper, rusty metal 
drums, and old twisted bits of machinery 
lie about as if it were dumped by the 
building's last tenant. Light from 
another window overlooking the 
courtyard cast linear beams through the 
scaly window and airborne particles. I 
wondered if I had stirred up all the dust 
in the room by my panicked entrance. 
Then, I heard a voice. It was Anasia. 
Her voice seemed like sweet music and I 
closed my eyes while I listened to her 
' calming song. 

We lay down next to each- 
other with our heads touching. Her soft 
skin was far more pleasant than the 
prospect of the touch of marauder’s 
cold hard steel swords. She spoke of the 
marauders as if she knew it w~s all 
going to happen. She knew the power of 
dreams and how they unlocked the 
powers of the past I fell asleep as we 
held hands. 

In my head I could still hear the 
Germans playing their silly noise “Da 
da da da .,, the torture garden! Da da da 
da the torture garden! It went on and 
on like a horrendous string of elevator 
music which you can’t find the off 


button to silence I found myself standing 
at the window looking out into the 
courtyard. Only when I looked, the 
cement structures were gone. I looked 
away at Anasia sleeping quietly on the 
floor. This is the first time I saw her face 
appear relaxed. I smiled. When I looked 
out the window again the cement 
structures returned with their function 
quite clear. The bodies of one hundred 
goth-like men were tied to these oddly 
shaped devices and their faces sang of 
pain from a thousand years of torture. 
"Da da da да... the torture garden ! 
Da da da da the torture garden!“ 
Anasia's face smiled as she slept. Was 
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this her torture showing itself in this 
courtyard? No! It was my dream! I 
Freed her mind and the pained souls of 
one hundred fucking visigoths. The 
tension is too much! The tension is too 
much!" It was my dream ! It was mine ! 
"The Tension is too much! The tension 
is too much! And FLASH!!!!!! 

I was then playing on stage. 
The cymbals crashed for the last time 
and ...silence. We packed up our 
eguipment, coughed and walked out into 
the cold, wet Dresden morning. 


JUST A REMINDER TO PULL DOWN YOUR 
SHADES & TURN UP YOUR MUSIC ... 


Lauren and ] were dutifully studying at the 
library. As I was looking for references for my 
psychology report, I happened upon a totally 
most incredible hilarious article. And just for 
your own amusement I decided to share a 
section. "Regional differences in Sodomy Laws" 
from Psychological Reports volume 68, 
number 1 (if you don't believe me go look it up 
yourself!!!). 

"Social Scientists have noted that either the 
prevalence and frequency of anal intercourse 
has increased considerably over the past four 
or five decades, or people are now more 
truthful about engaging in it.” (yeah, confess 
up!) 

If you reside in the following states: Idaho, 
Utah, Arizona, Oklahoma, Minnesota, Missouri, 
Louisiana, Mississippi, Kentucky, Tennessee, 
Alabama, Georgia, Florida, South Carolina, 
North Carolina, Virginia, Delaware, Rhode 
Island, and Michigan; be especially careful 
because these states have heterosexual and 
homosexual sodomy laws. Also, 

"In the Kinsey (1948) study, between 40% 
and 5096 of all farm boys have had some sexual 
contact with animals, but only 17% have 
experienced orgasm. Sexual contact varied in 
frequency from once or twice in a lifetime to as 
high as eight times a week for some rural 
adolescents, with an average of twice weekly." 

Hee Hee, Now you can claim with accuracy 
that you are an informed Untied States 
inhabitant! - Mary Chyck G 


Punx Dig Sportz?!? 


John Wayne Gretzky to sign 
publishing deal with Underdog 


Alright Dammit listen up. 
I've been threatening to 
do this column for a long 
time and now I'm gonna 


do it . That's right, a punk: 
sports column. Okay, go 


ahead and say it, "Sports 
isn't punk or alternative 
man, it's corporate 
America at it’s best and is 
the root of everything 
wrong in our society and 
goes against all our punk 


that's all, just like 
movies, T. V., music and 
punk shows. Yeah, sure, 
hated sports in high 
school, and hated those 
jocks too. But as I got 
older, I realized that the 
NFL wasn't responsible 
for making dumb shit 
high school jocks call me 
names and laugh at the 


way I dressed. Realizing 
this, I began to re- 
evaluate the concept of 
organized sports, and 
started enjoying it for 


what it was: a stupid little | 
game with no social. 
relevance! Ya gotta like 


that! Besides, I know a lot 
of punks who. enjoy 
watching or playing these 
stupid little games. Even 


famed Chicago punkster 
ethics and values," I say . Benjy Weasel enjoys a 
Bullshit on you, you 
whining intellectual little. 
fart . It’s entertainment 


cold Bud and a Cubs 


game (like a young Harry: 


Carey) once in a while. 

Now, then, don't worry 
about me babbling on 
about boring stats and 
facts, I'll leave that to the 
newspapers. This is an 


alternative publication. 1 
_ therefore will give you an 


alternative and unique, as 
well as sometimes biased, 
view of pro and college 


athletics. My goal is to. 


gain the interest of 
everyone, even those who 
hate sports or who really 
don’t give a shit either 
way. Ya know, if there's 
one thing that really frosts 
my ass, it’s people who 
never give anything a 
chance, and eat, shit, and 
breathe only one or two 
things in life. 

So it is my hope—no 
scratch that—it’s my 
DUTY, yes, my duty, to 
inform ye of punk or 
alternative roots about the 


_ joys of sports. Hopefully, 


I can help you be a better 
rounded person. Now 
then, with this little 
introduction column out 
of the way, my next 
column. will be getting on 
with the business at hand. 
Keep on keepin’ on. 

-John Wayne Gretzky 


Underdog Presa Internation al 


Riots in our Hearts and Minds 


The U.S. is burning up. 

The sun has no affect on the worst parts of human 
nature that are coming to surface. 
Change may occur now, but at what price? 
The thugs, criminals, and the gang-bangers are 
blamed. 

We are all to blame, 
so don't point at Rodney, 
don't laugh at Anita. 

The fires are burning with increasing intensity. 
If there is no outlet for this outrage, 
hatred will become the solution. 


Those four police officers aren't granted any rights by 
their badge to beat someone up. 
It's happened hundreds of times. 
When people ignore actual footage, 
then there is a serious problem with our society. 
When people break into and loot stores because “others 
are doing it, why shouldn't 1?” 
then there is a moral disintegration that must be 
faced. 
What can I do? 
Buildings 5 minutes away are being set on fire, 
riots and gunfire surround me. 
There is a war being raged across the country and who 
cares? 
Each person worries about their material possessions, 
while the cores of their very selves are rotting. 


l'm still so upset and so angry. And | don't even know half of it, 
because I’m not black. | can't relate to being afraid to call the 


police in an emergency. | can't relate to the mother with a four 
year old son who thinks she may have to tell her son the four 
golden rules: 

1. never look a police officer in the eye 

2. always look down at the ground in the company of an officer 
3. address the officer "yes sir" and make it sound like “yes 
master" 

4. never argue with anything the police officer says 

She is afraid that she will have to tell her son these four rules if 
she wants him to live until age 16. She'll be lucky if he makes it 
to 16. Even luckier if he makes it to 18. Luckier still if he lives 
until 21. That's what it means to be black in this country, | don't 
have a clue. 


Shattered glass. 
Burning buildings. 
Any dreams of justice are smashed. 

I wish the whole U.S. would alight with rage. 
But it's only unrealistic idealism on my part I know. 
Violence and destruction aren't the answers, 
but our white republican ignorant male dominated 
society hasn't left us with any real alternatives. 


Set the city on fire. 
*What good will it do?" 
There are 80 many who have fires burning in their 
minds. 
It's the physical expression of emotional reality. 
The anger, 
the hatred, 
the seething rage, 
it's escalating everyday. 
If things would only change, 
and even change is going to be painful as hell 
for everyone. 


92 — Mary 


DAVID: PORTRAIT ОЕ 
A SEAL KILLER 


By David Smith and Steve Mar 


Last spring, Steve and I moved north to Ungalik, Alaska, a town 
situated on Norton Bay near Nome. We had hoped to make a few 
bucks working in the fish processing plants and to try to squeeze in 
some recreational hunting in the great unspoiled Alaskan outdoors. 
Wages in the fishing towns average six dollars an hour, which isn't 
much, but there's nothing to spend it on so you save a lot. It was an 
ok job but we smelled like fish all the time. The odor permeated 
our skin and we reeked of fish slime no matter how often we 
bathed. On many occasions we would start our shift stone cold 
sober but ended up with a good warm drunk by the time lunch 
rolled around. Taking a few nips on the clock was a common 
practice and the supervisors usually turned a blind eye as long as 
we were willing to share our hooch with them. It was just one of 
the ways to cope with the monotonous drudgery of being on a 
production line. We canned mostly salmon and cod, which by the 
way, is something to avoid-the fish would often rot in the trawlers' 
holds while waiting to be unloaded for processing. 

Women were scarce and hitting the sauce was about the only 
way to take the edge off living in such a hell hole. After working a 
grueling eleven hour shift one day, we were hanging out in the 
company bar and this guy asked us if we wanted to make some easy 
money clubbing seals for Sterling Furriers out of Quebec. We 
laughed but he was serious. On a whim, we took a couple of weeks 
off from the plant and headed out. Anything to get away from the 
monotony of production line work would be a welcome change, 
especially when you've been gutting fish for eleven hours a day. 

The prime fur season is not very long, maybe two weeks tops. 
After that, pup fur changes from white to yellow and brown, and 
the value drops considerably. The ice fields are birthing grounds 
this time of the year and he flew us out that weekend in his Piper 
Cub. We landed at a nanook village (Nanook is the local derogatory 
term for Eskimoes...you know: 'Nanook of the North’), loaded up on 
provisions, and set out from there. We had spotted some seals from 
the air so we knew just where to go! We were paid roughly twenty 
bucks for each hide in good condition. For newborns, we got twenty 
five because their fur was extra soft. There was daylight most of 
the time, which allowed us to go out on long stretches. 

We had a nanook guide (his name, Kenai, roughly translates to 
"provider of food") who taught us the finer points of dispatching 


seals. The key is to give sharp, solid blows to the skull-any contact 
with the body can damage the pelt, which lowers its value by four 
dollars. We used wooden bats because metal ones tended to freeze 
our gloves to the grip when the blood flew. Kind of like licking 
frozen metal. At first it took us several blows to kill a seal but 
eventually we did it with two, sometimes one. 1 remember the first 
seal I clubbed-as I snuck up on it, I said, "Say goodnight, Gracie." 
WHAMMO!! 

After we clubbed a pup we rinsed it in a vat of salt water (salt 
water doesn't freeze) to keep the blood from setting and staining the 
fur. When we gathered about 30 or 40 we'd take them to the 
village where nanook women would skin and clean them. 

We flew over ice fields looking for holes that seal moms make in 
the ice. Our guide shot at polar bears from the plane-these 
nanooks have this weird fear of polar bears. The only good bear 
was a dead bear, they felt. We would be out listening for the 
mewing of seal pups and BLAMM some damn nanook is shooting at 
what he thought was a bear. Go figure... 

The secret was to hang out by the holes in the ice because pups 
can't hold their breath long-they eventually have to surface. When 
they come out of the hole you try to scare the mom off, as seal cows 
are too big to club and ammo hard to come by. I remember a few 
times finding herds of fat, lary pups— which are very trusting-and 
running around trying to club as many as we could. It was like 
shooting fish in a barrel! One time, Steve lost his sunglasses in a 
clubbing frenzy. That sucked because the glare can blind you in just 
a few minutes. 

Our seal dispatching foray was not without lighthearted 
moments. 1 remember an incident when a bunch of nanooks were 
almost killed after a walrus had attacked their boat. It was pretty 
funny: the cold, wet nanooks treading water and swearing at the 
walrus while we fished them out. After two weeks in the ice fields, 
the pups started turning yellow and brown and losing their fur so 
we were out of work. We both made about 2,500 smackers~under 
the table, of course. We were glad to get back to Ungalik because 
Eskimoes are about the dumbest people alive. 

It was a good summer and we made a bundle. If you don't mind 
the smell of fish and the cold we recomend that you try it, it's quite 
an experience. If you want information on job hunting and places to 
stay in Alaska contact us at P.O. Box 161944/Sacramento, CA 95816. 


E 


Billy "William" Ray writes to God 


Please wake mo дех. . 


A shork Word Crom Pavl keller 


I was at work the night word came out about Magic Johnson. The main 
thing that struck everyone was they were relieved that he wasn’t a 
homosexual. As if it was OK to die as long as he was straight. I pointed 
out that there was nothing wrong with being a homosexual, and these 
people didn’t get it. 


Most people have more of a chance of getting AIDS than they do of 
knowing Magic Johnson, but they got all worked up about it, like he was 
a friend. I heard that two people who used to work in our shop have 
AIDS. No one mentioned that a second time. They don't play basketball. 
And they weren't straight. 


Some advertising guy put up this billboard that said "Chicago loves you, 
Magic". I don't love Magic Johnson. I don't even know him. Maybe AIDS 
wouldn't spread as fast if we loved people we at least know. 


YES!!!! I finally quit my fucking job and hit the road!!! 


NO WAY! 


А diary of 30 hella cool days of travelling by RobRoy M. Campbell 


Ever since | can remember, my dad has told me stories 
about traveling. He used to tell me endless stories ol all the places he's 
been, always to my astonishment and envy. | always used lo think of all 
the traveling Га do when | grew up. 

Last year, when | was faling into бв career moss | got 
mysall into, | stayed in a Youth Hostal in St Louis, MO, for a week while 1 
had crash training for а computer graphics system. While | was at the 
hostel, | met at least 15 different people who were there as part ol a long 
travel joumey they'd planned out lor themselves. Most of them were 
trom Australia, the rest Кот Europe. | was totally inspired by them; they 
were simply travelling around the country, Many of them had already 
traveled in other counties as part of the same bip. Some of them had 
travelled for extensive periods of time every couple of years. No ona | 
met was on а trip far less than six weeks. 

| was so inspired by these people that! promised тузай! | 
would do something similar someday, | wanted so badly to have the 
sense of being totally free with absolutely no obligations and the ability lo 
just go wherever the luck | wanted, and there were so many places | 
wanted to visit anyway, that | knew | would have to take a large chunk of 
time and ravel. 

Last winter | was talking to my roommates about how | 
wanted lo travel, and was explaining how | wanted to do й—по plain 
fares, no hotels or cheesy tourist spots, just a backpack with а couple of 
changes of dothes and an unlimited ride Greyhound bus pass, “Sounds 
Ike Aaron Canebus’, was basically their reaction. | had never read a 
single issue ol Cometbus, пог did | even know what it wes. They were 
preity surprised. Alan went inio his room and dug up an old issue. 1 read 


i, and my mind was е! Saying that Cometbus was “inspiring” is an 
understatement 


Neediess lo say, I'm typing away right now, only two 
days alter just having gotten back Кот part one of my travels Jor this 
summer. | left June 2nd, and travelled around ha country alone for 29 
days. | got back July 1st. Part мо of my travels is another trip im going 
on around the country with a couple of Hands іп а station wagon in 
August and probably hall of 

This Ide sty thing is basicaly an into ю af the shit! 
wrote about while | was traveling. | hope irs even һай as inspiring to Its 
readers as everything elsa has been Ю ma. 

Before | end this thing, | want Io say hal, as choesy as 
this may sound, anyone in the lucking warid can do this, | ran into far too 
many people who were like, *Man...hat's so cool whal you're doing. 1 
wish | could do that.’ Well, that’s total bullshit. fm in a band, hep run a 
record label, help put out a zine, have a lease to the lol | ive in, and 
have countess other obligations and responsibilites, and l'm doing it with 
no financial help from anyone. Їз af just а question ol how badly the 
person wants to do it, and what they're willing to sacrifice to do it 

| counted up all the money | had lor the trip right before | 
lelt, and alter the cost for the bus pass, | had exactly $200.00 lo spend 
оп food and shelter, eic. for 30 days. (Which averages oul lo $6.66 per 
day! Satan vacation kom Ней!) That obviously isn't a hell of a lot of 
money, but it's doable. | met Aaron Comeibus a week before | left, and 
ай he had was $100.00, and was stranded in Chicago with no paid lor 
transportation, and dich't seam һе least bit womed! 

Anyway, enough ol my babbling. Here's my story... 


SQ 
№ Cheesy artwork by B. Koz. 


\ X V (Done by request--he's really not a cheesy artist) 


TUESDAY, JUNE 2nd—CHICAGO, IL 


Well, | left the loft at about 11:00 p.m.. 1. 


was actually a little nervous, which was weird cause 
I was always so excited to go that | never even 
thought of being nervous. Riding the subway to the 
bus station was weird. | couldn't believe | was 
actually going. 


When | got to the bus station, | hung 


around and wrote all sorts of weird nervous things in 
my notebook. | must have gone into my backpack 
25 times that night. | drank my first cup of coffee 
there at the Chicago station. Not the first 
ever...probably more like the third, but the first for 
that trip. It didn't take me long to discover the 
pleasure of coffee or tea when riding Greyhound for 
hundreds of hours. 

| hung around and waited, watching 
everyone. This world is such a fucking bizarre place 
to watch sometimes. Everything seemed so cool. 

| took а 2:00 a.m. bus southbound, with 
no particular destination in mind. 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE 3rd—MEMPHIS, TN 

| got to Memphis at about 5:30 pm. | had 
vague plans of staying until 9:30 and then taking 
another bus to New Orleans, but | wasn't sure. | 
went to a cafeteria at the bus station and sat down to 
write. A few minutes went by and this kid came up 
and sat down and said, "Mine fy sit here?“ . “No 
sirree Bob", | felt like answering. 

He was this weird guy, about 20 or so, 
that apparently was stationed at some Navy base in 
Tennessee somewhere, and was heading home. He 
invited me to go check out some street where there 
were all these “hot spots". 

We walked there, after he bought a bottle 
of gin off some drunk man at the corner. There was 
a cool blues band playing outside at some bar, but I 
really didn't feel like sticking around, and the Navy 
dude was getting on my nerves. | pulled out my 
"Book Your Own Fucking Life" and my handy copy of 
The Bark List, and realized that everything seemed 
to be on Madison Street. . 

1 split from the Navy dude and went out 
to find Madison Street. A nice couple told me where 
it was, and when | got there | realized that | was at 
133 Madison, and wanted to be in the neighborhood 
of 1500-1900 Madison. | asked a bus driver (public 
trans.) if there was a Madison St. bus, and she was 
like “Umm...Where аге you going?...I think the #10 
goes down Madison. You mean by the Medical 
Center?” 

chose to walk. It took forever. | 
Stopped to annoy some dogs at a junkyard on the 
way, until | was pretty convinced they were going to 
jump the fence and kill me. 

1 eventually came to "The Antenna", the 
main punk club that was listed in both the Bark List 
and the BYOFL, but nothing was going on and it was 
abandoned. | stopped to read the flyers posted on 
the outside. 

Across the street was this donut shop, 


and | almost went In there, but it was already abou: 
7:30 and | wanted to make it to this record store anc 
was afraid it would close. The store was 191€ 
Madison, and | was at 1500, so | continued walking. 

When | got there the guy behind the 
counter asked me if | was from out of town. 
assumed he could tell because of the fact that | wa: 
carrying a huge backpack. We talked for a fev 
minutes. He was totally shocked to hear that | hac 
just walked all the way from the Greyhound station 
and said that it was about a five mile walkl! | didn’ 
believe him. 

| browsed and became bored anc 
thought about trying to catch that 9:30 bus. A fev 
more minutes went by and the dude at the counte 
said, "Oh...Here comes one of our regular hardcor 
customers nowl". This weird kid came in and дам 
me a big weird smile. | smiled in the same weir 
way, and he turned and started talking to the dud: 
behind the counter. He was with another guy, whi 
soon left in a Volvo with a Pizza Hut sign on th: 
window. 

The dude behind the counter asked th 
kid if he knew anything about Underdog Records, a: 
1 had mentioned that | help run the label, and hi 
goes "Who's on it?", and knowing that 8 Bark hai 
played fairly recently in Memphis, | said “8 Bark’ 
and he immediately goes, “Oh yeah, they're cool.". : 

So we met. We talked for a few minutes 
His name was Mike. | told him | was probably goin) 
to New Orleans, and he said, “You oughta talk to m 
housemate, Chuck. He used to live there.". 
learned that this kid lived in a communal house C 
about 10-15 kids, and that this 'Chuck' guy workei 
at that donut shop that 1 passed over by thi 
Antenna. He said Chuck was working until midnigh 
or so, so | decided to head over there. 

t got to the donut place and sat áo 
and got a cup of coffee and a gargantuan pastri 
mountain. The place was filled with punker, types 
The chick behind the counter, some guy at a boot! 
she was flirting with and eventually left with, tw! 
chicks to my left, and about five people by thes! 
video games were all sitting around smokin’ 
cigarettes and socializing. My non-social self зг 
alone at a table and wrote in my journal, while bein- 
checked out by the locals. It was pretty obvious thd 
they were wondering who the hell | was. 

I hung around for a long time, enjoyin! 
many refills, and made no attempt at meetin! 
anyone. Not even Chuck, who | could see was ! 
baker in the back. Over the course of an hour and ! 
cups of coffee, about 500 million punk kids cam! 
and left. They all knew each other. it seemed totall 
weird. 1 never thought Memphis would have such + 
scene. ! 

Chuck and this other baker dude cam! 
out from the back wearing aprons and covered fror 
head to toe in flour and walked right up to me an: 
sat down. “Did you just get in?” asked the othd 
dude. “Yeah”, | said, wondering how the hell h: 
knew | was from out of town. “So you live i> 
Chicago?" asked the same other dude (who's пат! 
I've obviously forgotten). "Yeah...how'd you know?’ 


“Mike called and told us you were coming". They 
were totally cool guys and said that "Motherload" 
was playing at their house later that night. ! decided 
to head over there. 

When I got there, the Pizza Hut guy was 
there, and so was Mike. We watched the band from 
outside the house. They were playing to about 12 
kids sitting on the floor in the living room. They had 
set up the show for them at the last minute, because 
apparently the promoter at the Antenna had blown 
them off and never shown up to the gig he'd booked 


for them. The purpose of the show was to give them . 


a place to play and an opportunity to sell shit to get 
money for gas, etc. Pretty fucking соо! If you ask 
me. 

We all hung around for a while. There 
were probably close to 30 kids there, all hanging 


around socializing, having fun. 1 felt a total sense of. 


community. Everyone knew each other, and 
seemed to act pretty friendly to each other. It really 
didn't seem to be a consolidation of a bunch of 
cliques, although that’s probably too good to be true. 
| realized then that that was probably the real reason 
the guy at the record store knew | was from out of 
town. 

After a little while, me and the Volvo 
dude (I forgot his fucking namel) went to this ‘Brent’ 
guy's house. The kid was 17 years old and lived in 
his own house with a frlend. We hung around for a 
little while, went to Subway, back to Brent's, etc. 
Then Brent told me about the deal his dad made him 
that | freaked out about. His dad offered to buy him 
a ceiling fan for his house if Brent got an oil change 
and went to the dentist!ll 

In the morning, Brent and his shy 
girlfriend drove me to the bus station and ! caught a 
12:01 pm bus to Little Rock, AR. On the bus I 
thought about how | was finally on my trip. It 
seemed so weird to think that | had 30 days to go 
anywhere and do absolutely anything. So far, day 
one had totally rocked. Everyone in Memphis was 
totally cool. 


THURSDAY, JUNE 4th—LITTLE ROCK, AR 


got into Little Rock, actually North Little 
Rock, at about 1:00 or so. | found this big bridge 
that went over the river, and walked over it to Little 
Rock, down Main St. to 7th St., down 7th to the 
Minuteman Restaurant where 1 sat with coffee and 
my journal forever. 

Matt (U-dogger, former Little Rock 
resident) had given me some phone numbers of cool 
people to call, but | was feeling too close to home 
and decided to head back and catch the next bus to 
Austin, TX. On my way back over the bridge, | was 
feeling totally great and was singing and yelling at 
the top of my lungs. і was leaning over the edge 
and spitting and watching how long it took for my spit 
to hit the water. It ruled. 

| got back to the station and took a 6:30 
bus to Dallas. 


ATTACK OF THE INSANE SOUTHERN 
CASTRATOR LADY FROM HELL 


When | got on the bus, | took the last 3 
seats in hopes that the bus wouldn't be crowded and 
I would be able to lay down and sleep. | put on my 
usual “I’m an insane lunatic...Don't fuck with mel" 
expression to keep away the potential kill-joyers, but 
the bus loaded up and up walked a woman, probably 
about 25 or 26 years old, with a back pack and a 
pink radio. She looked at me as if to say, "Move the 
fuck overl”, but instead said, "Mine fy sit here?" in 
the same way the navy dude said it in Memphis. 
No.“, | said with fake cheerfulness. 

About ten minutes into the ride she said, 
“Mine ty play sum muuusic?". Fuck, | thought. 
She's going to play country, | just know it. No., | 
said in the same fake cheerfulness. On came the 
country. This was the beginning of a very long, 
scary ride. 

She kept to her own business for a while, 
which | was totally thankful for. | just didn't feel like 
talking to her. But after an hour or so, she began 
doing things to try and get my attention. Thank god | 
had the window seat. | just gazed at the landscape. 
She was doing all these things like giggling at 
something she had In her hand, sighing extra loudly, 
etc. | knew all | had to do was look at her and | was 
doomed—she'd start talking. She made her first 
attempt by saying, "Does this music bother you? If it 
does, just tell me. | know some people hate {insert 
name of least favorite male country star here) , but I 
love him. Do you want me to turn it down?". 
"Uhhhhh, well. Hat's okay." I'm too fucking nice. “I 
guess I'm jes a kuntry girl at hort, she said. | 
wanted to run for my life, but | was on a bus. 

А few minutes went by, and she broke 
the silence with an extra loud sigh. | turned to look 
instinctively, and she caught me. She was looking at 
a photo album, and she goes, "That's my son" and 
pointed at a picture of a little boy in a crib. He was 
about 3 or 4. She flipped the page and on the back 
it said "Bobby, 3-15-92". She showed me a picture 
of a cat and said, "That's my son's cat". She 
proceeded to show me pictures of her father's cat, 
her mother's cat, her sister's cat, her cat, and finally, 
her brother. | was having fun reading what she'd 
written on the back of each picture. 

When she got to the picture of her 
brother, she got a big tough-girl look and said, “that’s 
my brother...he's dead." She proceeded to tel! me a 
story about a diving accident he'd had in the San 
Marcus river in Texas. She told me how close they'd 
been. ("Like this"—cross your middle finger and 
index finger and look at it.) She showed me a 
picture of this guy with a tux on pinning a flower to 
some girl's big fancy white dress and said, "This was 
his wedding." She stopped for a 30 second pause 
before turning the page. When she did | read the 
back of the picture and it said, "Mark & Kelly, Prom 
1991”. This lady was full of shit! 

Every time she said anything, she'd say 
it in a big dramatic way and then wait at least 10 


seconds so | could feel for her and have sympathy. | 
wanted her to Just shut up. 

Finally she drifted off the subject of her 
brother and showed me a picture of a souped-up 
pick-up truck. "That's my 454 hemi full blown 
wammy jammy 10 speed space ship race car truck". 
“Oh”, | said, not understanding a word she said. "I 
built it myself, “Oh”, | said. She proceeded to tell 
me all about how she won a 68 Chevy wammy 
jammy plus 600 bux cash racing her truck title for 
litle at the dragstrip last weekend. She said her 
truck had 10 gears. 

| pretended to fall asleep, and gazed out 
the window with my head leaned back and half shut 
eyes until we got to some hick town In Arkansas. 
We all got off the bus. | stretched out my bones and 
walked around a little. 

In ten minutes | was back on the bus and 
she was telling me how she was going back to 
collage after having to drop out to kidnap her son 
from his sexually abusive father. Apparently her son 
called and told her his father was "touching him", so 
She stole him from his father and gave him to her 
mother (his grandmother). Then the father stole the 
kid back and split to Mexico. She went to Mexico to 
find him, but somehow he'd heard she was coming 
and he split to Kansas City. Supposedly she had 
“the Mexican Mob, the American Mob, the Italian 
Mob, and the Militia" looking for the guy, but she 
found him first and was happy too. She stole the kid 
back, kicked her ex's ass, and castrated himi! 
Supposedly, he's still in the hospital. Now | really 
wanted to run for my life. 

Later, she tried talking me into going to 
San Marcus with her, because Dallas is “fulla 
queers, lesbians, drug addicts,”, etc. | said “Ma'am, 
I'm from Chicago." and she said “You ain't never 
been to Dallas, have you?". When | sald "No", she 
started laughing with this big smirk on her face and 
suddenly got all serious and said, "Just last week a 
man was killed in the men's bathroom for 75 cents. 
Don't you dare go into that bathroom. Go on the bus 
if you have to go. And don't even think of leaving 
the station...you'll probably never make it back if you 
do. The station's bad enough. We'll probably see 2 
guys makin' out in the waiting room when we get 
there! Stick with me and you'll be fine. It'll only be 
10 minutes until we catch our connecting bus. Just 
watch your back doorl". She must have told me a 
hundred times to watch my back door. Needless to 
say, when we got to Dallas at 2:00 am, | took a leak 
in the men's bathroom and walked around the city 
for 3 hours. Aside from a few nutbags around the 
station, the city was abandoned except for a gang of 
about 10 skaters who'd skate by at about a hundred 
miles an hour every few minutes, all yelling and 
pointing to cool skateable terrain. | caught a 5:00 
am bus to Austin. 


FRIDAY, JUNE 5th—AUSTIN, TX 
1 got to Austin at about 8:00 am, and had 


no idea how to get where | wanted to go. | had 
vague plans of staying at this chick, 'Lainie's house. 


She used to live in Chicago, but moved to Lubbock, 
Texas, then moved to Austin. All | had was an 
address. The whole time, on my trip so far, I'd been 
looking for a fucking atlas to buy. | had absolutely 
no map whatsoever. Anyway, 1 asked the guy at the 
Greyhound ticket desk if he had a map 1 could look 
at, and the next thing | knew 1 was in this weird room 
with a hundred thousand parcels and packages all 
around me, and 1 was looking at this shitty old torn 
up humongous delivery map. Suited me fine. 1 
found where 1 was, found where | wanted to go, 
found out what direction | had to walk, and 
proceeded to walk in that direction forever. Two 
hours later, | found her house. Actually, | stopped 
about a block short and called her from the 
"Diamond Shamrock" convenience store to make 
sure she was home. She wasn't. | left a message 
on the answering machine and sat down in the grass 
to write. 

About an hour later, | tried again, got 
ahold of her, and went to her house. 


HIGHLIGHT OF THE DAY 
The Diamond Shamrock had 20 oz. (20 о2.!11) RC's 
in bottles for 49 measly cents!!! 1 enjoyed one. 

When | got to Lainie's house, | gave her 
& А! (her cool roommate/ boyfriend/ lover/ whatever) 
a free hat each. They deserved them 'cause they 
were putting me up. 

Lainie & ! played Monopoly on her 
computer and she won even though | had houses on 
Boardwalk and Park Place. 

1 fell asleep on the living room floor, and 
when 1 woke up this guy named Sean (Bones), and 
this girl named Rachael were hanging out on the 
couch. | sold them each a hat. They were totally 
cool people, and later | felt bad for having to charge 
them for the hats. (I guess | should explain this hat 
thing. To make a long story short, me and a couple 
of the people I'm going on the road trip with in 
August are sewing and selling these goofy Dr. Seuss 
hats, like the cat in the hat, in all sorts of colors to 
make money lor our trip.) (Yes, that sentence was 
grammatically incorrect.) 

We were all sitting around, and we 


ended up watching Ben Weasel's movie, 


"Disgusteen". | had never seen it before, and it was 


pretty funny seeing it because about half of it was 


filmed in the loft that | live in. Pretty weird. | also 
saw this self-produced documentary on Screeching 
Weasel. It had these short interviews with each ol 
the members, & live footage, etc. | couldn't tell if it 
was supposed to be a joke or not. It was pretty 
fucking gay if it wasn't. Also, Lainie made rad food. 


Later on that night, we all went to the | 
“Cavity”, this all ages club that apparently has shows , 


almost every day of the week. It’s the punkest club 
ever; all spray painted and shit. Plus, you pay this 
dude outside under this tarp that's kinda’ hanging 
over you, & then walk down this path kinda’ thing 
and around this corner, where supposedly there 
used to be an infinitely high pile of beer cans. Then 
you enter through a loading dock. Pretty punk. | 
sold 2 hats that night. The bands pretty much 
sucked. 


The next day Bones called up and | 
ended up getting a ride over to his house from Al, 
and Bones and | rode bikes over to Taco Bell. We 
chowed cheaply. Taco Bell rocks. 

We hung there and talked about all kinds 
of shit for a long time, and then took off on the bikes 
again and rode back to his house, despite the stupid 
seat on the bike | was riding that kept sliding back 
and pointing straight up. Very annoying. 

When we got home, Rachael had 
borrowed her mother's car, and we went and picked 
up this cool guy named Matt and went thrift store 
Shopping. ! bought a shirt lor $2.95 and a rad pair of 
shoes for $4.94. 

We went to Taco Bell again and ate, and 
then went to the Cavity again for another show. 

We didn't stay long. Bones was totally 
pissed as hell and in a shitty mood and | didn't 
blame him in the least. He's kinda been managing 
this band sorta, and booked a big west coast tour for 
them. The band played that night, and after the 
show, the spoiled little brat singer guy quit the band. 
End of band. So Bones goes and cancels the entire 
tour, making his name look stupid, only to find a note 
from the singer dude later on saying Bones.. 
changed my mind. I'm not quitting. Don't cancel the 
tour. Call me when you get home.” Yes, Bones was 
frustrated. 

After we left, we went by Taco Bell again 
and | chowed down 2 bean burritos. 

The whole rest of the night we were 
tying to think of something to do. 1 had this bizarre 
urge to do a zine, 80 we decided to interview a 
couple of random people and put together a weird 
zine that | could bring around the country with me 
and pass out to people. We spent half the night 
interviewing this weird chick named Graham, then 
going to one of those cheesy photo booths and 
getting pictures taken, then driving here, then there, 
and by the end of the night we never put together 
the zine. Instead we went home, listened to the 
interview, decided that it wasn't funny at all and that 
in fact it was extremely stupid, and invited Lainie & 
Al over and hung out talking about things like ghosts 
and out-of-body experiences and stuff. | totally get 
off on those topics. 

The next morning ! woke up and went to 
the Diamond Shamrock and bought a fucking тар!!! 
| was happy. 

і went to Bone's house later but he 
wasn't there. Rachael was there, so | said 
“Goodbye” and "Nice meeting you" and shit like that. 
| went back to Lainie's, and Al drove to the 
Greyhound station. How cool to have just met such 
a rad bunch о’ people. 

The whole time | was in Texas, | kept 
asking everyone, "Should | go to California?", See, 
my original plan was to go to Austin as my furthest 
point west, then go east through Florida, north up 
the coast to Boston, then to Montreal, Detroit, Grand 
Rapids, and home. But when 1 got in to Austin, | 
saw that gate number 4 was the gate for the bus to 
Los Angeles, and it seemed too tempting to be real. 
If I went to L. A., I'd really feel far away and I'd love it. 


An hour later | was on my way to LA.. 

The next million hours were spent on the 
bus. It took 31 hours altogether to get from Austin to 
Los Angeles. | left at 5:00 pm on Sunday and got to 
L.A. a quarter after midnight on Tuesday. (Late 
Monday night) The only things really worth 
mentioning are: 

1) San Antonio is a boring place to visit 
for 2 hours as you wait to change busses on a 
Sunday evening. 

2) This totally beautiful chick, about 22 
or 23 maybe, got up and went into the bathroom, 
and within 60 seconds the entire bus had the most 
rancid odor of totally rotten shit. There were actually 
people telling the bus driver to pull over so we could 
evacuate the bus! Everyone was gagging and 
laughing and making hella noise until we heard the 
click from the lock unlocking, and everyone went 
silent. Out walked the most embarrassed woman 
I've ever seen. It remained silent until she sat down, 
when а few people started cracking up, and soon all 
the kids on the bus were laughing hysterically and 
couldn't stop. Then one little brat got up and went 
into the bathroom and started screaming as if he 
was dying о! suffocation. Everyone started 
laughing— even his mother! | felt so bad for the 
poor woman. 


NE 8th— E 


1 got into L.A. after countless hours on 
the bus from Austin. It was a quarter after midnight, 
and all | wanted to do was find the water. | started 
walking, and although it was pretty obvious that | 
was not in the best of neighborhoods, | walked 
anyway. | had no idea where | was, and the shitty 
map | had with me didn't either. | could see plenty of 
sky scrapers in the distance, and decided that the 
water was probably near there, like the lake is to the 
loop in Chicago, and although it was totally far as 
hell, ! had nothing against walking it. 

A young kid, about 20 or so, chose to 
walk with me, find out who | was, what | was doing, 
and where | was going. He knew | was coming from 
the bus station and offered to walk with me to protect 
me in exchange for a couple of bux, | told him that | 
appreciated his services, but | wasn't able to offer 
him any money. "Hey man, | know you ain't got a 
lot...all I'm asking is for a few bucks so | can get 
some chicken." 

He kept telling me about all these hotels ! 
could stay at. He obviously thought | had a lot of 
money. | kept warning him that | didn't have much. 

Finally, after having walked about 5 
blocks with him he said, "Alright, you're safe now. 
This is as far as I'm going." | gave him the 95 cents 1 
had in my pocket and as | had expected, he was 
practically offended. He repeatedly asked me lor 
more, and | repeatedly told him | had no more, until 
he finally asked me for the necklace | had on. (A 
piece of shit and not worth anything) | just said, 
“Sorry man" and turned and continued walking. Не 
was pissed. 

I finally got to the downtown area. No 


water. Everywhere | looked was a horizon of 
buildings. Where's the fucking ocean?, | thought. | 
walked more and more...Suddenly | found | was on 
Sunset Boulevard, and was able to find where | was 
on my shitty map, and to my frustration, realized that 
| was totally far as hell inland. | was also getting 
very hungry. Everything was closed. It was 3:00 
am, and | had walked at least twice as far as what | 
thought was a long distance in Memphis. Probably 
Closer to three times. My shoes were off, and what 
were one of my better pairs of socks were now black 
with tar and had total holes. 

1 hadn't a clue of what to do. (That 
sounds like a line from a cheesy lolk song or 
something...doesn't it??? ‘I hadn't a clue of what to 
do!) Anyway, | wondered if I'd just end up walking 
around until morning when the businesspeople 
would come out and the donut shops would open, 
and | could sit with a cup of coffee and a pastry gem 
of some sort. 


| ended up meeting a totally friendly & 


helpful homeless man (I'm going to refer to him as 
*John') who saved me from catching a wrong bus, 
and got me on a bus to Santa Monica. | had told 
him that | just wanted to get to the beach, and he 
said, “How ‘bout Santa Monica? That's the closest 
beach to here.". | looked at my map, and indeed it 
was. Needless to say, it was so unwalkably far that 
it took close to an hour to get there by bus! 

When we got there, he brought me to a 
24 hour hot dog donut shop, where | was happy to 
sit drinking a cup of coffee and eating a blueberry 
muffin. It was right down the street from the Santa 
Monica Pier, and right across the street from the 
Holiday Inn that | stayed at with my family when | 
was 12. Pretty weird. 

While we were sitting there, a lady 
walked in (I'm going to call her 'Alice') and sat down 


with a cup of coffee. She looked about 65 or so 
We all started talking, and soon we were out or 
Ocean Boulevard talking to a complete lunatic whc 
could hardly speak. Not from being drunk, just fror 
being crazy. The lady kept looking at me and saying 
phrases like, "He's not playing with a full deck, is 
ће???" and, He's got a loose nut іп that head о! 
nisi, and then she'd totally start cracking ир. | 
couldn't help but laugh. She was pretty loony 
herself. She was hysterical. 

After about a half hour of that, we al: 
went to McDonalds. It was a quarter to five in the 
morning, and McDonalds opened at five. There was 
a whole crowd of street people anticipating those 
unlocked doors. 

John & Alice & I started talking about the 
Rodney King thing, and we got all heavy into it, and 
John told us the most twisted fucking explanation о! 
the whole situation, involving paid-off cops, a paid- 
oft Rodney, and his cousin who apparently was the 
big wig head honcho of a big time drug operation. 
Totally weird, but with a couple of really weird, very 
good points. Anyway, | don't feel like getting into it. 

After all that weird conversation, | ended 
up leaving shortly after Alice disappeared. І still 
hadn't slept yet, and it was about 6:00 am. | walked 
down the Santa Monica Pier to go to the beach. On 
my way there, | saw the one loony guy who couldn't 
talk, sitting on the curb and eating cold pancakes 
that he'd found in the dumpster behind McDonalds. 
He was totally excited to have found such a treat. | 
walked out onto the beach, took my shoes off, ran 
around on the shore for a few minutes, and layed 
down and went to sleep. 

Man, it was really fucking cold for 
Southern California in June. t had just left Austin, 
Texas, where it was a million degrees in the shade, 
only to get to L.A. where | had to wear jeans and a 


long sleeve shirt. It was hot for about three hours 
during the day. 

When | woke up, it was about 11:00 am, 
and there were a bunch of kids playing in the water, 
They were about 20 years old or so, and insane 
motherfuckers for running around In that freezing 
water with a chilly breeze, but they were obviously 
having fun. 1 put on my shoes and socks and 
walked back to Ocean Boulevard. ] 

| pretty much spent the whole day 
walking around and checking out Santa Monica. 
Third street is closed to cars, and open to 
pedestrians only, and has a bunch of cool shops, 
like Native American shit, African shit, East Indian 
shit, record stores, Na Na's (the biggest 
manufacturer and distributor of Doc Martins), and 
other cool shit. | splurged and bought a ring at the 
African shop for four bux, which | realized | had lost 


about two weeks later when | was reading this very - 


section in my journal. 

1 tried getting in touch with Andrea, a 
friend of mine who goes to school In Chicago but 
lives in L.A. and was back for the summer, but she 
was checking out museums all day, said her 
grandmother, and | was to call back around 10:00 
that night. 

The day was very long. At 6:30, | called 
back home, ‘cause |! was 8:30 pm in Chicago, and it 
was Tuesday, which is when the Underdog meetings 
are, so | knew everyone would be there. After that, | 
walked around some more, trying to spend the 
remaining three and a half hours. 

Man, | know this is going to sound totally 
stupid, but | couldn't help but notice the fact that 
there was and incredibly enormous number of totally 
beautiful girls there. 1 know that sounds 
stereotypical of California, but | swear It was true. 

At about 9:00, I went back over to the 24 
hour hot dog donut shop and got some coffee and a 
delightful pastry gem. While | was eating, in walked 
Alice with a definite crazed man. His eyes were 
constantly fully open, and if he looked at something, 
his whole body would freeze while he stared at it for 
a while, until he looked at something else and 
repeated the cycle. He was a nut. He moved like a 
lizard. 

1 said “hi” to Alice, because she hadn't 
seen me when she came in, and she came over and 
gave me a kiss on the cheek. She was all happy to 
see me. She was in a sillier mood than ever, and 
totally had the giggles. She was wacked. 

At 10:00 | called Andrea, got a hold of 
her, and she came and picked me up. | stayed over 
at her house. She set up a bed for me with a 
mattress, sheets, pillows, etc.. It seemed like such a 
treat. In the morning, we had pancakes & rhubarb & 
fruit. It rocked. 

For the next three days | hung out with 
her & various friends, got total hospitality from her & 
her family, and had a totally fucking rad time being 
taken care of. Friday morning | took a bus to San 
Francisco. Я 


FRIDAY, JUNE 12th—SAN FRANCISCO, CA 

My bus left Los Angeles at 10:45 am, 
and got into San Francisco at 9:40 that night. | was 
Standing in the bus station in the middle of the city 
with no idea of where the hell to go, or how to get 
there. My map was useless, and after an hour of 
looking at the map they had hanging on the wall, this 
guy came up and said, "You've been looking at that 
map for a hell of a long time. What are you trying to 
find?" It was a Friday night, and | figured (hoped) 
that there would be a show at Gilman, so | said, 
"Berkeley...924 Gilman." After buying the guy a 
cheeseburger and fries, he had me on my way to the 
East Bay, via the Barr. Man, | nearly had a fucking 
heart attack when | saw that Bart. For those who 
don't know what the Bart is, as | didn't, it San 
Francisco's (well actually, the whole Bay area's) 
public transportation trains. First of all, the trains 
themselves are totally silent. | didn't even hear it 
coming! Plus, they're incredibly clean, The stations 
are totally clean, too. There's no smoking or eating 
on the station's platform, so there's no trash 
anywhere on the tracks. Big change from the 
Chicago subways! 

So up pulls this totally silent train that's 
all aerodynamic and about a mile widel Those 
things are wide as ће!!! The tracks are even wider— 
probably twice as wide as normal train tracks. Well, 
no. One and a hall times. Anyway, the train pulls up 
and | get on and it's carpeted! Carpeted!!! Plus, the 
seats are big cushion-y ones like airplane seats. It 
was the most comfortable train I've ever ridden. 

So | took the Bart to the North Berkeley 
Stop, walked to University Street and took a bus to 
San Pablo Street (and saw a Taco Bell along the 
way), then another to Gilman Street where | got olf 
and walked...south? | can't remember, but | walked 
until | came to a building with no sign but with a 
bunch of kids hanging around the front. Bingo! | 
went through the door, got a membership card thing, 
and walked in. The last band was playing. | took 
out a pile of Lainie's zines to hand out, and handed 
them out, This guy noticed that | was handing out 
zines and asked me for one. "Do you have a 'List'7", 
he said. Uh. . no.“, | replied. This guy was totally 
cool. He makes this thing called ‘The List’, which is 
basically a list of every show that's happening 
around the Bay area. It's got the addresses for all 
the clubs, phone numbers, and all the groovy 
information you'd need to go to any show in the 
area. This guy just puts in all this work into finding 
out what's happening, typing it all up, getting these 
things printed, and going to shows to pass them out 
for free to anyone who wants one. What a fucking 
rad guy. 

As | continued to hand out zines and not 
pay the slightest bit of attention to the band that was 
playing, 1 began to notice that the music sounded 
kinda’ familiar. | looked at the band, and lo-and- 
behold it was Bratmobile, a band that I'd met and 
hung out with last Christmas in Washington D.C., so 
after the show | walked up and said hello. 

The show was over, and having no place 


- 


A 


to stay, | began contemplating picking someone at 
random and asking them if they could put me up for 
the night. When a guy with bleached blonde hair 
came up and inquired about my stack-o-zines, | said, 
“You can have two if you find me a place to crash.” 
He said, “You can stay here. | work here and I'm 
going to be sleeping here tonight.” Cool. | was set. 

The guy's name was Mike (referred to 
himself as ‘Scary Mike’) and was part of the AMF 
(Alternative Music Foundation), which is the 
organization that runs Gilman now. We stayed up 
until 4:00 am talking about the past history of 
Gilman, how their collective runs, all the shit they've 
had to go through to keep the place alive, etc. Man, 
there's something to be said about these guys, and 
about the Bay area in general. I'm going to say it. 

I've run into a number of people/bands 
lately that are either moving to the Bay area, have 
plans on moving to the Bay area, or are at least 
talking about moving there, and every one of them 
says its because, "the scene is so rad therel". Well, 
this totally pisses me off, The reason the scene is 
so cool in the Bay area is because a lot of the 
people who are a part of it are willing to actually put 
some time and effort into making it cool, and not just 
sit around and feed off it and bitch and moan about 
how it sucks. You can be damned sure that these 
people I've met who are moving there, are moving 
there to feed off of what's already been set up for 
them. Why the hell don't they just stay home and 
get off their lazy asses and make shit happen in their 
ltownl?I? 

For some reason, (although | do think 
Chicago is really developing into a соо! place) | can't 
imagine that there are enough people in Chicago 
who give enough of a shit to volunteer to run a place 
like Gilman, and put up with all the shit Gilman has 
from the city government, cops, neighbors, etc., just 
for the sake of having a cool place to put on shows. 
Nor can | see enough Chicagoans motivated to 
volunteer for a record store/underground literature 
library/community center like Epicenter Zone in the 
West Bay. 

All | want to say, basically, is this... The 
reason other scenes in dilferent places are cool is 
because there are people there that are making 
them that way. This sounds cheesy, but there are 
enough totally coo! bands in Chicago to make 
Chicago the next "East Bay". It’s just that we have 
to gather up the energy from people to make it that 
way. | just wish people would stop trying to take the 
fucking easy way out. 

1 know of a couple of bands that moved 


' to other cities where there are record labels they 


want to be on. The sad thing is, these particular 
labels have a policy of signing bands from their 
community only, as a way of representing their 
community, and as a way of encouraging other cilies 
to do it themselves as well, and these bands are 
moving to these cities to get around that policy. 
That's fucking ridiculous!l! The whole idea of kids 
putting out their own records, starting their own 
labels, etc. is what's kept this scene truly 
independent. Otherwise, we'd have three or four big 


time punk labels with a zillion bands waiting around 
hoping to get signed to them. Sound familiar? 
That's the whole mainstream rock music industry 
that sucks зо fucking һай!!! 

So stop wimping ош!!! Let's get together 
and do something totally rad! Okay, enough of my 
preaching... 

Anyway, Mike & | stayed up until 4:00 
am, and then went to sleep. There was this other 
cool guy named Rick who lives in San Louis Obispo 
(250 miles south of Berkeley) who comes up to San 
Francisco for the weekends. He was sleeping on 
the cement floor on some couch pillows. | was 
sleeping on the pillowless couch, and Mike was 
sleeping up on the loft where the sound system is. 

had just dozed off when suddenly | 
heard a total racket coming from the door. | woke up 
and saw Mike peek over the wall of the loft. It 
sounded like someone was trying to smash down 
the fucking front door, but then | heard the door open 
and the sound of keys jingling and | knew it must be 
someone authorized to come in. In walked a guy 
with short, blonde hair carrying a trampoline! He 
walked over to me, sat it down in front of me, said, 
"hello" in a very friendly voice, and proceeded to 
jump up and down on it, Then Mike goes, “There 
are people sleepingl", and the guy very cheerfully 
says, “Oh...I'm sorry.", and turned and left. | almost 
thought | was dreaming! So 1 said, "Who the hell 
was that?", and Mike goes, "That was Jesse, and. 
guess we have a trampoline now., and leaned back 
down and went to sleep. 

When | woke up in the morning, Rick 
was Culling out halftones and laying them on to a 
page with text. He puts out this zine called PUNK“, 
(People Under No King). It’s totally cool, and jam 
packed with photos ol bands playing at Gilman and 
other Bay area clubs. It was cool. 

We were all hanging around talking & 
Jesse showed up. We ended up talking for what 
seemed like hall the day, until Jesse offered to take 
me to his house and feed me Ramen. How could 1 
refuse? 

We went to Jesse's house and listened 
lo records and Jesse made me Ramen. Yes, Jesse 
made the Ramen for те!!! What a guy! He brought 
me a big pot full of Ramen and a fork. "WOW", | 
said. "Isn't anyone else eating?". "No", he 
responded. "Ah, соте on man.. “, | said, but was 
Cut off by a blunt "Shut up and eat“ What a cool 
guy. 

He left for a moment and walked back in 
with a gargantuan pile of Ramen flavor packets and 
Offered them to anyone who wanted them. 

Later on 1 left and took the Bart to 
Epicenter. That place totally rules. | sat down and 
read the new MRR. | was there in the library for a 
couple of hours, until they closed at 8:00 pm. At 
8:00 | left and took the Bart back to Berkeley, and 
stopped at the Taco Bell on the way to Gilman. ! 
chowed cheaply. Taco Bell rocks. 

When | got to Gilman, | got in free cause 
I'd made a deal to do clean-up after the show. At 
the store counter (they have this little store where 


they sell candy, cigarettes, juice, soda, etc.) they 
had this free “one night stand kit", which contained 
various items obtained for free. It had everything 
needed for a one night stand. Ramen noodle flavor 
packets & a toothpick (dinner), a toothbrush (after 
dinner breath freshner), and a condom and 
spermicidal lubricant (post dinner extravaganza). 

After the show, | cleaned (and did a hell 
of a good job, | must say). Within an hour | was 
sound asleep on the pillowless couch, and Rick was 
sound asleep on the pillows. Some other people | 
never met were sleeping on the stage. 

In the morning, | woke up and the stage 
people were gone. Rick & I got up at about the 
same time, and | left and went to the comer to use 
the payphone to call this chick named Tiffany, who 
l'd forgotten had moved to San Fran from 
Washington D.C. about a month earlier, to live with 
her sister. | got a hold of her and made plans to 
meet at the Paradigm music complex in Oakland 
where there was this blg show. D.J. Lebowitz was 
playing! Along with Bratmobile, Heavens to Betsy, 
Pansy Division, Tiger Trap, Winona Ryders, and 
some others, | think. 

| scammed the Bart In a way too 
unimportant to explain, and got to the Oakland 
Coliseum. ! walked down San Leandro about 10 
blocks or so to the music complex. 

| started talking with the guy at the door, 
and he said he needed some numbers for cool 
promoters in Chicago, because he was booking a 
tour for a band called Jabberjaw. | gave him my 
Bark List, and he was extremely thankful and let me 
in for free. He also told me that if t needed a place 
to stay, | could stay in his trailer, which was out 
back. What a coo! dog. 

1 walked in the door, which was actually 
a big open overhead garage door, and in to the 
place. There was a grill roasting chicken and corn- 
on-the-cob outside, and people were kinda hanging 
around. The place was totally weird—like a music 
college or something. The show was in this back 
warehouse type room, and in the front of the 
building, there were all these studios where | could 
hear people practicing different instruments. | sat 
down to write. 

Pansy Division got up and played a 
while. 1 could hear them, so ! got up and went to the 
back to see them. Tiffany was there. Big hugs, etc., 
and we went outside to talk. We sat on the curb and 
blabbed. 

After a few minutes, this guy | saw at 
Gilman the night before came up to me and said, 
“Hi. | saw you at Gilman last night". "Hi. 1 saw you 
at Gilman last night.", | said. "My name's Simon. I'm 
visiting from out of town and | don't know anyone.", 
he said. “My name's RobRoy. I'm visiting from out 
of town and | don't know anyone either". He was a 
cool cat. We hung out and the three of us talked. 
Tiffany had just recently moved there, so she didn't 
know anyone either. We all got along just fine. 

A little while went by and | said, "Gee. 1 
wonder when D.J. is going on.“, and Tiff said, "Why 
don't we go in and check 7, and | sald, "Nah...he 


probably won't go on for a while". I'll kick myself a 
thousand times a day for the rest of my life for that. 

We hung around outside and chatted 
about Tiffany's various girlfriends for about a half 
hour longer, unti! we went inside. No one was 
playing. Rick was there, and he walked up and said, 
“Hey! Did you get to see D.J.?". “HE 
PLAYED?7171171° 

Yes, | missed D.J.. | was so fucking 
pissed. | found him and talked with him for about 20 
minutes or so, exchanged addresses, etc., and 
walked away bummed. 

Tiger Trap was fucking great. Their 
drummer was totally wild and all over the place. 
They're an all girl band. Man, | always kinda 
wondered why there were so few females involved in 
bands and such in this music scene, but lately 
there's been an explosion of girl bands. | think it's 
totally cool, except for the fact that a lot of them have 
these "men suck! Girlz опу!!!” attitudes, which seem 
totally hypocritical to what they're supposedly 
fighting for. Well, | guess I'm assuming that they're 
fighting for equality. | guess there's a possibility that 
I'm wrong, in which case they better be willing to 
spell out “equality is a shitty idea, sexism is the only 
wayl", but somehow | doubt they're on that level. It 
just seems like a lot of them are promoting what 
some people incorrectly label as “reverse sexism”. 
Who knows. 

Anyway, after the show, Simon, Jesse, 
Tiffany, Alison (a brat from Bratmobile), this crazy 
dog named Sirus (I think that's how you spell it) and 
| all went to “Your Place Too" to see the Holy 
Rollers, but | didn't have the cash, and neither did 
half the crew, so we split and went to this cheesy 
Denny's type place. | splurged and bought a grilled 
cheese sandwich with fries. We had one of those 
waitresses who gives you a hard time and is a total 
smart ass as her way of being cool. 

After we chowed, Alison drove Jesse, 
Sirus, and Simon back to Your Place Too, and 
Tiffany and | to Tiffany's house. | joked with Alison 
about maybe meeting her in Salt Lake City on the 
18th, ‘cause that was one of their tour dates. 

Alison left, and | had the wonderful 
privilege of meeting Tillany's lesbian sister and 
roommate, both of which were completely rude. "A 
straight male in the house?", they screamed. "Are 
you going to fuck my sister???" Uhh...that would be 
NO! They also made quite clear the fact that they 
would pretty much kill me if | were to do the sinful 
deed of leaving the toilet seat up. (I really shouldn't: 
be so mean. They were actually pretty friendly, , 
people. They just got off on giving me a hard time.) 

About 10 minutes later, alter having 
gotten a tour of their pad, and after Tiffany's sister 
took ALL her clothes off and changed right in front of 
me (1 think she was proving a point), we went to a 
coffee house on Haight Street. It was probably close 
to midnight. The roommate chick split right when we 
got there, leaving Tiff, me, and sis. (By the way, 
MRR readers. Tiff's sister is Michaela, the chick in 
the piercing/tattoo issue who does all the piercings. 
Smali worldl) 


Anyway, we went back to Tiffany's, and 
she & | ended up staying up until 4:30 a.m. talking 
about cool shit. | took a shower, and in the 
bathroom they had dirty naked lady magazines, 
which | looked at for my own enjoyment. | thought 
the irony was pretty amusing. 

In the morning, Tiff led me cereal and 
split to work. | left and walked up and down Haight 
Street and quickly became bored. There may be 
cool things to see on Halght Street, but | wasn't 
really in the mood. Instead | called up the fine folks 
at MRR and went over there for a visit, 

When | got there, this feeble old man 
answered the door, and Introduced himself as Tim 
Yohannan. (hee hee) No, I'm kidding, but | was 
surprised to hear that he's 47 years old. That's 
fucking rad. And he's a very friendly guy too. 

Anyway, the MRR house is totally 
amazing. All | can say is go visit it yourself, ‘cause 
I'm not going to be able to give it any justice. 

its got a buttload of rad Macintosh 
computers, a laser printer, a scanner, copy 
machines, etc. and downstairs there's this rad stereo 
and cool chairs where people sit back and listen to 
records for the record reviews, and some other 
equipment where they do the radio show. There's 
also this 'mail room' upstairs, where they tackle the 
BAG of mail they get per day! They get a fucking 
mailman's BAG of mail per дау! love mail. 

Anyway, Tim got thi$ fancy 3D program 
for the Mac (ahem...Mac nerds, it turns two 
dimensional Illustrator or other EPS files into 3D 
images), and being the computer nerd | am, | 
worked on it with him and showed him how to use it. 

There was this chick named Stephanie 
there who was doing shitwork. Over the course of a 
few hours, a zillion people came and went, including 
this completely hyper nut named Walter. They were 
all doing some kind of shitwork, mostly entering 
reviews into the Mac. 

Tim & Stephanie & | decided we were 
starving and wanted pizza, so we ordered some and 
when it came Tim goes, "This one's on me", which 
was totally rad 'cause | was going broke fast. We 
chowed...it was tasty. 

і spent the rest о! the time talking to Tim 


about how MRR operates financially, and how to go- 


about setting up a business as a real operation (with 
the government knowing about it—not under the 
table). | asked about seven hundred questions, and 
he was totally helpful and gave me a bunch of соо! 
pointers. He also mentioned that MRR was probably 
going to become free in the Bay area sometime 
soon. Basically, no one's been coming up with any 
ideas to spend their money on, (i.e. Gilman, 
Blacklist, Epicenter, etc.) and they need to stop 
making so much in order to avoid paying a google 
dollars on taxes. | think they should just donate it all 
to me. 

Anyway, the visit was totally cool. 
Afterwards, | went back to Tiffany's house, but she 
wasn't home, so | went to a payphone, called home, 
and asked Doug to Fed-Ex 15 hats to Andrea's 
house in LA. | was running out of money fast. He 


obliged. 

| decided to head back to the bus station 
and take the next bus to LA, and on my way there | 
bumped into this guy | knew Їп high school named 
Kevin. He was this guy | was in a band with, and he 
actually lived with me for a few months after having 
gotten kicked out of his dad's house. My mom 
ended up kicking him out of our house after a few 
months of putting up with him getting high every day 
in the basement, and getting drunk and throwing up 
on our washing machine and never cleaning it up. 
After that he moved to California to live with his mom 
and | never saw him again. 
| was sitting on a corner waiting for a trolly and he 
walked right past me with a couple of friends. 
"Kevin?'", | sald. He looked down at me with a half 
smile. | realized that he hadn't seen me since | was 
а shaven-head, long-banged litte punk rocker kid 
with a high voice. He obviously had no clue who ! 
was. "Does the name RobRoy Campbell ring a 
bell?", | sald. He freaked out. We talked for about 
thirty seconds until a trolly came and 1 left. Pretty 
weird. 

Anyway, | got to the Greyhound station 
and pulled a pretty neat scam. | pulled off the 
receipt at the end of the humongous string of blank 
coupons that makes up an “Ameripass” and went up 
to the guy at the ticket counter and told him | was all 
out of coupons and needed more. He obliged, 
giving me a brand new book of tickets. | still had all 
the old coupons, less the attached receipt which is 
supposed to validate them but they never ever 
check! | swear, not once did they check for the 
receipt the entire time of my 30 day journey, and ! 
rode a hell of a lot of busses. | just wished there 
was a way to track down Aaron Cometbus so | could 
give them to him. | don't know anyone who would 
appreciate them more. 

| waited around and eventually caught 
the 10:30 p.m. bus to Los Angeles. 


TUESDAY, JUNE 16th—LOS ANGELES, CA 


It felt weird walking out of the L.A. bus 
station. It seemed so familiar. This time | walked to 
a bus stop, took a bus to downtown, and took 
another to Santa Monica. | can't remember what 
time it was...all | remember was that it was early 
morning. Ocean Ave. felt really fucking weird to 
drive down in the bus, then to get olf right in the 
lamiliar section. It felt like home. | swear! | guess 
spending two days on the street in the same place 
can make anywhere seem pretty familiar. 

| got off the bus, cashed a traveller's 
check at McDonald's, and went to the 24 hour 
donut/hot dog shop again. | kept my eyes peeled for 
Alice, but 1 never found her. 

| took out my journal and sat with a cup 
of coffee and wrote for a couple of hours. After a 
little while | left and crossed Ocean Ave to use the 
phone and on the way back across the street 
something happened that sucked and | wrote this: 


КИОСК!!! | just got a fucking ticket for jay 


walking!!! JAY WALKINGIII Give me a fucking 
break! Mr. Hard Ass, old man, fatt-ass, out-of-shape 
insecure old fucker gets out of his squad with his 'I 
wanna be tough like my big bully partner’ scrawny, 
wimpy litte bitch coppette and says, “You know that 
little red hand that flashes? That means DON'T 
WALK! Let's see some l. O.“. | fucking hate cops 
with cocky attitudes. They could at least be polito. 
After they wrote me the ticket, they went 
around the block to 2nd street, where | was walking, 
obviously waiting for me to give them the finger so 
they could make their big bust, but Instead | ran 
across the busy street as soon as they passed, right 
їп the middle of traffic, and into this huge shopping 
mall, ‘Santa Monica Place’, and now I'm hiding at a 
table in the comer of the food section. Let them find 
me now, in the midst of a thousand shopping people. 
FUCKERS! | know they say me too, ‘cause their 


brake lights came on as soon as | ran across. EAT 


SHIT, ASSHOLESIII God, I'm pissed. 


Well, yeah. It sucked. Anyway, | was in 
the food section of the shopping mall and | sat and 
wrote in my journal for yet another while. | spent the 
whole day writing. | suddenly had to poo, so | went 
into the bathroom, sat down in a stall next to another 
occupied stall, and took out my atlas from my 
backpack. | opened it to the U.S. map and studied 
it. | can spend hours doing that. (Looking at a map, 
that із.) | was trying to figure out where | was going 
to go next, and after what seemed like forever, | 
looked down and noticed the shoes in the next stall. 
They were the same ones that were in there when | 
had first gotten there, and I'd been in there forever! 
Then | noticed a hole about the size of a dime in the 
stall wall, so of course | looked through it, and the 
guy was fully beating offlll In the stall right next to 
те!!! So naturally, | kept looking through the hole 
every few seconds. | was totally freaked out! It just 
seemed weird to be sitting next to a guy who was 
masturbating, and who didn't even know | was 
watching! 

So | was so distracted by this hole in the 
wall that it took me ábout 2 full minutes before 1 
looked down and saw that his hand was reaching 
under the stall wall at mel | swear to godlll Ніз 
hand was flat and open as if he were holding a 
canteloupe, but there sure as hell wasn't any 
canteloupe. Now 1 really began freaking out. My 
pulse rate even began increasing. 1 seriously 
contemplated wiping my ass and setting the tissue in 
his hand and running like hell, but my pants were 
around my ankles, my map was in my hands, and 1 
had my backpack with me. | still should have done 
it, and I'm pissed now that | didn't. Oh well. 
Anyway, | couldn't see this guy's face, but from his 
clothes | could tell he was a businessman, probably 
on his lunch break. Or should | say, lust break. He 
was wearing dress pants, a tie, nice shoes, etc. 
Anyway, | got my stuff together and got the hell out 
of there. ' 

OK. Jets see, Well, due to the fact that 
I've been typing for the last hundred years and I'm 
still only half way through my story, I'm going to 


severely edit out some stuff, and try not to go into 
such annoying detail on such unamusing subjects. 
Here goes... 

So the day came and went and | walked 
around some more, until that night when | called up 
Andrea again and she sent her cool but very crabby 
friend named Jean to come pick me up. We went 
out with friends and ended up crashing at some 
guy's house. (A nice guy, buy 1 forgot his name.) 
The next day we went back to Andrea's, and after 
more rad food and a new batch of hats (thanks to 


, Doug & FedEx.), 1 caught a late night bus to Salt 


Lake City, Utah. 

It feit good to be leaving California. | had 
had a totally great time, but it was rad to know that | 
still had two more weeks of travelling to do. My goal 
was to get to Washington D.C. and meet up with 
Donna and make a zillion hats, but riding on the bus 
from L.A. to D.C. was definitely not a very appealing 
idea, so | decided to split it up into a few stops. | 
figured I'd stop for a night in Salt Lake City where | 
could meet up with Bratmobile, another night in St. 
Louis, MO where 1 could finally stay in that youth 
hostel, and then just go straight to D.C. from there. 


-SA E 


The bus ride seemed long as hell, but I 
got to Salt Lake at about 3:30 p.m., if | remember 
correctly. All | had for information was that 
Bratmobile was playing that night at "Bar and Grill", 
1 broke out the trusty BYOFL and picked the first 
thing that said Salt Lake City, actually not the first 
thing, but | chose "Slug Productions", and called up. 
Some girl answered. 

"Hello?" 

“Hi there. I'm calling in regards to Slug Productions.” 
"Yeah, but I'm just running out the door, so call back 
tomorrow." 

*Uh, well wait! Real quick—would you happen to 
know where Bratmobile is playing tonight?" 

"Yeah, at Bar & Grill. 60 East, 800 South." 

"Thanks!" 

hung up and headed out to find it, and 
after a few blocks of walking and a few more blocks 
о! bussing, and me frantically trying to scope out a 
Taco Bell, | got to the right intersection. 1 got off 
and looked all around me, and at the comer was a 
Taco Time. What the hell's a Taco Time? | risked it 
and it proved to be just as rad as Taco Bell. They 
had 49 cent tacos that you could get beans instead 
of meat оп. 1 got two and a Pepsi. | chowed 
cheaply. Taco Time rocks. 

After a while of eating/writing, | glanced 
out the window only to see Bratmobile's big green 
boat (car) with the U-Haul hamburger on top, next 
door at the Bar and Grill. | went on over and Alison 
pretty much freaked at the fact that I actually showed 
up. 

The night was pretty weird. The crowd 
was even weirder. There weren't really any punker 
types there, just mildly “alternative” types there to 
see bar bands. The show was pretty lame, but | sold 
Bratmobile's stuff for them and sold 4 of my hats. | 


— 


didn't meet anyone who seemed cool enough to let 
me crash on their floor, so | didn't bother asking. 
Instead I just walked back to the Greyhound station 
to take the next bus eastbound. 

| got there around midnight, and was 
bummed to find out that the next eastbound bus 
wasn't until 7:45 a.m.. | ended up writing a couple of 
letters to some people and slept on a bench. | 
caught the morning bus to Denver. 

The bus ride was pretty cool. | got to go 
from the flat, red deserts of Utah, to the top of the 
treo covered rockies at the continental divide in 
Colorado (11,500 ft. high); then to Denver, where | 
stayed for a few hours to change busses. It was 
another abandoned city at an odd hour, right in the 
heart of the downtown area. Nothing too exciting. | 
changed busses to another eastbound destined for 
St. Louis, with an hour layover in Kansas City. | was 
looking forward to St. Louis. 1 couldn't wait to meet 
up with some new, weird Australian travelers at the 
Youth Hostel there. The thought of it seemed too 
welcoming. 

The bus ride(s) seemed longer than 
ever. With the exception of a few measly hours in 
Salt Lake City, I'd pretty much been riding the bus 
since L.A. І was pretty miserable. Some woman in 
her mid to late twenties was sucking her thumb, and 
her four kids were running up and down the isles of 
the bus screaming and terrorizing everyone. The 
bus driver threatened to throw the lady and her kids 
off the bus at least four times. 

The bus eventually pulled into the 
layover station in Kansas City, and ! got olf and 
stumbled inside, stuck my shit in a locker, and 
walked to some greasy spoon and ate. | had an 
hour. When | got back to the station, the bus had 
already reboarded, and there was no more room for 
me. Some fucking Greyhound dude came up and 
told me and seven others that we'd have to wail until 
6:00 p.m. to catch the next one, which wouldn't get 
in to St. Louis until midnight that night. | argued with 
him, telling him | was a transfering passenger, but 
the bus driver got frustrated and left, leaving me in 
Kansas City for another god damned 6 hours of 
waiting. The worst thing о! all was the fact that the 
latest you can sign in to the Youth Hostel is 10:30 
p.m., and | wouldn't get there until midnight. FUCK! 

When | finally got to St. Louis, | wrote 

this: 
I'm sitting їп the Greyhound station and man, | must 
look ridiculous. | splurged and bought a $5.00 pizza 
next door at Domino's, and I'm sitting here on a seat 
in the bus station with the pizza on my lap, a piece in 
my right hand, Cometbus #27 in my left, and tomato 
sauce all over my face with no free hands to wipe it 
off with. Actually, I'm lying. All that happened about 
5 minutes ago. But it was fun and | felt like a kid so | 
left it there. In fact, | even intentionally put more 
sauce on my face. 

So | was there in St. Louis with no place 
to stay, | basically wimped out and hopped yet 
another god damned bus to Washington D.C.. 
Before we left, | called up this chick named Donna, 
my hat-partner, and found out she was working from 


8:00 p.m. until 4:00 a.m. the next night at this coffee 
shop, which would be perfect for me ‘cause | was 
destined to arrive at midnight-ish. Perfect! (At last!) 

Another gazillion hour bus ride came and 
went, and we stopped in the strangest town in the 
world, Breezewood, PA. It was my fifth time there In 
а year, but I'd never actually spent any time there. 
We stopped at another fucking Greyhound calé to 
eat. All they had was chicken, hot dogs, 
hamburgers, etc.. Not much of a selection for a 
vegetarian. So 1 bailed out the door and over this 
propane tank at the other end of the parking lot, over 
a chain link fence, through this field with 10 foot tall 
thorn bushes and mega deep potholes and big rocks 
and scraps of metal, to the Pizza Hut. | walked in 
and spotted a salad bar. SCORE!!! | inhaled half 
the tub of pickles, and tumed and placed my order, 
snagging more pickles at every chance | had. When 
my order came, | boldly took one last handful of 
pickles. It was then that | noticed the tub of olives! 

Ok, so | woke up later and we were 
driving through the outskirts of D.C., and there were 
these two chicks making fun of the route the driver 
took. Obviously D.C. natives. 

| was totally excited and relieved that | 
was finally there and could meet up with Donna and 
sleep at her house instead of a bus or bus station! 
All | had to do was find my way to the intersection of 
17th and “P” streets. When we got to the station, | 
asked the D.C. native chicks if they knew where that 
was, and they said it was unwalkable and that 
should walk to Union station and take the metro. 

1 found my way to the station, and as 
soon as | walked in this uniformed employee goes, 
"Sorry...last train just left" FUCKIII What luck. It 
was 12:30 at night and the trains had just stopped 
running. He told me о! a bus 1 could take, so | stood 
at this corner forever until it finally came and when it 
did the driver told me | was on the wrong side of the 
street for where | wanted to go, so I had to cross and 
wait another forever for the next bus. While | was 
waiting, a car full of scumbags approached me 
honking and yelling ^Wooo Wooo" and stopped right 
there at the corner and then realized | was a male. 
They obviously felt pretty stupid, and the dude in the 
passenger seat changed his expression to a 
provocative one, as if he was instigating a fight for 
me having the wrong gender. He muttered some 
comments at me until the light changed and they 
Squealed tires and drove off. 

The bus finally came and ! hopped on 
and...Wrong buslll | swear to god! | got back off 
and waited eternity... 

All | wanted to do was sit back at the 
“Pop Stop", the coffee house Donna works at, and 
enjoy free coffee with her company. It was like a big 
tease. Almost there, only moments away... 

The bus eventually came and 1 got on 
and took it to Dupont circle, walked down 18th street 
to "P" street, down "P" street to 17th street, and 
finally layed eyes on the wonderfully inviting neon 
sign that read, "Pop Stop". Ahhhhh. I felt a ton of 
relief. 

| walked up the stairs, through the door, 


up to the chick at the counter and said, Hl. is Donna 
here?" "Uh, no. She left about half an hour ago. I'm 
not sure why, but | know it was something pretty 
important." 

{ stumbled out the door and walked 
aimlessly down “Р” street, bummed as hell. It was 
about 1:30 a.m., and everyone ! know in D.C. lives 
with their parents except for the Positive Force 
people, and | don't really know them well enough to 
not feel bad about calling them up at 1:30 in the 
morning and asking lor a place to crash. | walked 
down “Р” street to 14th street, down 14th half a block 
to Dante's, where | sat for the next hour and a half 
drinking coffee and writing in my journal. This chick I 
recognized as being this totally cool waitress from 
Dante's walked in, obviously not working, and hung 
around with a friend at the bar. | didn't bother saying 
hello or anything, because | figured she wouldn't 
recognize me. | just continued writing. At a quarter 
to three, (Dante's closes at three on Sunday nights) ! 
went up to the guy at the counter and asked if he 
could drive me to Arlington for a couple of bucks. 
He said he wasn't going out that way, but turned and 
called to the girl | recognized and sald, “Patrice! Do 
you feel like driving this guy out to Arlington for a 
couple of bucks?" She looked at me and said, 
“Aren't you the Chicago guy?” 

Cooll She remembered me. | went over 
to her and her friend and talked for a few minutes. 
They ended up driving me out to Arlington and 
buying a hat! | gave them two free hats, too. They 
loved the hats, and said they would probably even 
buy тоге! They drove me to where | wanted to go, 
the Steak and Egg Kitchen, a tiny 24 hour greasy 
spoon joint, where | ended up drinking 137 cups of 
coffee and writing in my journal all night long. 

At 6:30 in the morning, | left and walked 
farther than I'd ever walked so far that trip. | walked 
all over Arlington, found a tennis ball at a country 
club, and walked more bouncing the ball. | still have 
the ball. At about 10:30, 1 called up Donna and she 
came and got me. 

Since Washington D.C. is like my second 
home, and this is supposed to be about me 
travelling, I'm not going to write about my visit. But I 
will mention a couple of things. 

1) We made about 50 hats in two days. 
| learned how to sew. 

2) Me & some friends played Truth or 
Dare for two days in a row. We played late one 
night, and had so much fun that we played the next 
afternoon in the middle of a public park. It got pretty 
weird, especially due to the fact that some о! us 
went and got the most sexual things we could think 
of at the grocery store belorehand. (l.e. bananas, 
whipped cream, peanut butter, etc.) We took 
pictures, too. Expect to see them in the next issue. 
(October) 

3) We saw a totally fucked up movie 
called "Whore". 

After a couple of days | decided to 
continue on with my Journey. | spent my last two 
dollars at Dante's on food, but I brought along 7 hats 
with me. 


| caught the late night bus northbound to 
Boston, and it arrived in mid-morning, | think. | had 
torn the “Boston/Aliston” page from my Cometbus, 
and given the rest to Donna. Armed with that page 
and a rough map drawn on a paper bag by very cool 
Angie in D.C., 1 set out. The first thing | did was put 
a hat on my head. Then | carried the rest of them 
under my arm and just started walking around. | 
sold five within a couple of hours! 

| wandered around, visiting the various 
places Aaron had written about, visiting various 
places people would tell me to visit when | sold them 
a hat. It was fun. | just wandered the whole day. 

| walked Into a Dunkin Donuts at around 
3:00 or so, drank a cup of coffee, and fell asleep for 
about an hour. When | woke up, | headed aimlessly 
down some street into what looked like it was 
becoming Yuppieville. | started having my doubts 
about the direction | was heading, when | suddenly 
heard someone go “Hey, and | looked across the 
street. There, in the middle of the street, was this 
guy | know from Chicago named Rusty Nails. 
Actually he lives in Boston but gets educated in 
Chicago. Anyway, he's like, "What the fuck are you 
doing here?", and | do &dmit it was pretty weird 
bumping in to him. He told me of some cool places 
to go, and | was on my way. 

| walked around Harvard Square for a 
while, checking out the people and shops, eic. It 
was a pretty populated area. There were all sorts of 
people hanging around, shopping, etc. At about 
6:00 p.m., | sat down with my hat on and enjoyed a 
nice blueberry muffin, and while ! was eating, these 
two girls walked by and one said, “I like your hat", 
and then they both walked safely around a corner 
out of sight. "Thank youl", I yelled. Right then they 
came back from around the corner. "Are you selling 
those?", etc. Conversation started, and went on 
while varlous people came up inquiring about the 
hats. They were totally amazed by me and thought | 
was totally cool. It was pretty funny. They couldn't 
believe | was travelling around the country by 
myself. They were 18 years old. 

After a little while, they suddenly said, 
"Have you ever been to the саре?”, and me, having 
never been to the farther northeast in general, said, 
"Uh..No.". Do you want to go?'. Uh 
Oh...Ummmmm. Within minutes plans were mad^ 
to meet at some "T" stop at 10:00 p.m.. Cool... 
could just blow them off if | want. . 

| went and watched some jugglers, and 
suddenly the next thing | knew | was in a car with thc. 
two girls, Roxanne and Heather, cruising the 80 mile 
ride to Cape Cod. Roxanne's mother owned some 
nursery school next door, which is where | ended up 
staying. | never went to sleep. Instead, me and the 
Roxanne person sat and watched Silence of the 
Lambs, it was a pretty boring night, and | actually 
felt like running away and hitch-hiking somewhere, 
but | was in some bumblefuck town called Falmouth, 
and didn't foresee much luck. She ended up driving 
me all the way back to Boston the next day, and | 
caught a bus to Montréal. 

The rest of my trip kind of fizzled out. 1 


went to Montréal and got there at about 11:00 p.m. 
It was too late to call up my Grandma, so | just 
ended up walking around and writing in my journal, 
etc., you know, those same old things. The next 
moming, | called up my Grandma and spent the day 
with her. Then that night | went back to the bus 
station to take the next bus southwest to Detroit, a 
straight line, right through Toronto to Detroit, where 
I'd stay with former U-dog fellow Russ Forster. | 
envisioned a grand ole time. 

WRONG. Screwed by the hound again. 
The Greyhound ticket person that sold me the 
Ameripass said it was good for Canadian travel, but 
when | went to use it for that, it suddenly wasn't. 
They told me the pass was only good to travel back 
out о! the country with. Gee, isn't going from 
Montréal to Detroit leaving the country? Well, no, 
because I'd have to change busses in Toronto, and 
Montréal to Toronto is 'inter-Canada travel', which 
isn't allowed. So instead | had to go all the way back 
to tucking Albany, NY, then to Rochester, Syracuse, 
Cleveland, etc. | was in Cleveland, and it was late 
as hell and | was tired. The bus to Detroit wouldn't 
get to Detroit until 4:00 am. i was frustrated and 
pissed at Greyhound. | had one day left on my 
pass. .. Fuck it. It went home. Yep, I took a six 
hour express bus to Chicago, and got in at 6:00 am. 


| walked around Chicago for a while before going 
home. | got my mail, etc., most of which was junk..... 
It was weird to be home. It was cool. 

Well, so that's it. | hope this wasn't too 
long and boring. Although | pretty much know it's 


too long. 

Anyway, one of the things ! realized by 
taking this trip was the fact that there are во many 
resources In the world that are there for people to 
use at their will. | just travelled around the country, 
and the busses, public transportation, the 
food...everything is therel Basically, 1 think this trip 
was the first of many. I'm going to try and at least 
make this an annual thing for me. Maybe each time 
going somewhere new, like Europe, Australía, 
whatever. | know there are cheap as hell ways to 
get to Europe if you're not picky about where you 
want to end up. 

| think the best thing about this was the 
amount of cool people | met. Basically, 1 feel like | 
have a whole list of cities | could go to now and stay 
with the cool people | met this time. That's rad. I'd 
love to eventually have a big book o' numbers, and 
every time | went to a city, | could just look up some 
people and give 'em a call. That rules. Я 

Well anyway, that's my story. Now go 
travel yourself. It's fun. 


CONFESSIONS 


OF A PUNK ROCK RUN 


for I have sinned. 
I am a punk rock 
nun. You wouldn't 
know how hard it 
was to conceal my 
mohawk 
underneath my 
habit. During 
choir practices, it 
was all I could do to restrain myself. While everyone else was singing 
"Ave Maria," I just wanted to belt out "Wasted" by BLACK FLAG. And then 
during Mass, when the priest says, "The Lord be with you," I just want to 
scream, "Punks not dead!!" 

Oh, Father, grant me your guidance. i've been hiding my Maximum 
RocknRoll in my Bible. And those Sunday evening trips to the 
convalescent 
center? Well, Iwas 
reaally at shows. I 
even passed out 
flyers to the 
monastery across 
the road for the 
PINK LINCOLNS. 

Oh have pitty on 
me. 

Father, please 
absolve me from 
my sins in the 
name of the 
Father, the Son 
and the D. I. V. 
spirit. 
Amen. 
Created by: Jeanette and 
Nikki 
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This is а conversation that took place on WZRD Radio April 23, 1992 between the incredibly great 
band Los Crudos and myself. Through many trials and tribulations, they and their equipment made it down to 
WZRD to play live on the air on a moment’ s notice. 

Their music is definitely hardcore punk. Unfortunately, the term is loosely wielded these days by the 
mainstream music press so let me redefine punk in three words: fast, loud, and intelligent! | might compare 
them a bit to Rudimentary Peni and a bit to Conflict. They sing all their songs in their native Spanish and their 
hearts and minds belong to their neighborhood on the southwest side of Chicago. If s rare to see u politically 
motivated band so 1 . at the chance to get their views on themselves, their music, and where life stands 


Los Crudos is: 
Oscar (0)- Bass 
Joel (J) - Drums 
Martin (M) - Voice 
Jose (H) - Guitar 
UD - Me, the hella cool interviewer 


UD: Thanks for playing you guys! These folks came all the way down here from the southwest side 
to play for you and we didn't even pay them. 

M: Yeah, we couldn't get a ride and the CTA wouldn't let us bring our equipment on the bus but 
somehow, we made it! 

UD: It was great to finally see you play. out 2 weeks ago. The first time I saw you play, you were 
only allowed 1 song at the Hardcore Against Hunger benefit. So anyway, what kind of music do 
you like to listen to? I know Martin likes the English stuff a lot. 

М: Hike all sorts of music actually. I like a lot of punk rock of course from all over the world. Punk 
rock, hardcore, whatever. Then I also like a lot of folk music that comes from my country and other 
parts of Latin America. I get into all sorts of stuff. 1 like rap, I like it all! 


UD: And what country do you come from? 

М: 1 come from Montevideo, Uruguay. South America. We're a real small-country. We're rare so 
appreciate us! 

0: It’s not "Monty-vidyo" either. 

M: Yes, not Monty-vidyo," it's? Montay-viday-yo." Get it strait. 

UD: Ok. You're from the southwest side and there's a scene there that's totally different from up 
here in the. north end. Just going to that Hardcore Against Hunger really showed what a different 
scene it is down there. Why don't you tell us what it's like, what are some of the local shows 
you've done, and what are the people like in comparison to going to the McGreggor's shows. 
(McGreggor's is a suburban club in Elmhurst that does all ages shows.) 

M: Well McGreggor's is a lot more organized. It's been around a lot longer and it's always been 
the same people doing the shows there, Matt Nelson. It’s à great place and I love McGreggor's. The 
thing about the southwest side is that punk rock or whatever it is that we're doing is not really a big 
thing there. It’s kind of new to everyone. It’s a different scene so hopefully with what we "re doing, 
it’s growing, it’s spreading, and more and more people are getting into it. 

Our favorite shows are playing in basements which we do. We played at a place called 
the “6 feet under" which Tony Patlan basically did right out of his house and the show there was 
incredible, We've played another house party around 47th and Halsted and that was really great. 
We love doing basement party stuff. If anybody has one, we'll probably play it 
We've played other places. Bigger places with big stages which I don't like much. 1 don't like 
being on big stages. It’s kind of a hassle. But for the crowds, it will pick up with. time just like 
anything else. 

UD: Most hardcore bands here tend to just get on the stage, play, pack up, and leave without ever 
saying anything of substance to the audience. There hasn’t been a band in a long time in Chicago 
that has something to say. 

M: Boring bands? The bands that put you to sleep? The bands that made punk turn really dull? 

UD: Yeah! Exactly! Like Henry Rollins, 

M: Isn't he playing tonight? 

UD: Yeah and Coca Cola is sponsoring his tour! 

M: Really? A long time from Black Flag or $.О.А. eh? 

UD: How the mighty fall. But let's not talk about him. 

M: That's right. We're doing our thing. He can do what he wants. It's not our problem. 

UD: But we can make fun of him. Well getting back to the question, do you feel intimidated 
speaking about political subjects to crowds that might be a little likely to say, “shut up and play!“ 
H: Not really. Because a lot of kids are sheltered from that life in High School. Chicago's a really 
segregated city. You have your little communities and schools and what happens is there's not 
enough questioning or enough free thought going on. The schools control by bureaucracy and what 
they do is fail to reach the kids sometimes. They're too busy trying to dictate them and tell them to 
respect authority and everyone else can just march in line. 

Singing the way we do, and mostly in Spanish because, well, we grew up in the 
neighborhood on the southwest side and we went to reach those kids first. We want them to beat us 
up or just talk to us after we play. Just do sorhething to say they were listening. 

We talk to kids that say, “I was always kind of ashamed of my background. My Dad used to beat 
me up’’ or whatever. See, the first thing is you have to accept yourself. After you accept yourself, 
then you can accept reality. Then you can change it. 

0: Doing the McGreggor’s s show was fun but it kind of defeats our purpose. We're the kind of 
band that’s going to speak directly to you or to our audience member. That’s why we like playing 
in basements or small places because we have contact with our audience. If we're up on a big stage, 
we have people who don't know what we're saying and it doesn’t affect them. It looses touch and 


looses our whole purpose 
UD: Don't you think you can reach more people though? At the McGreggor’s show, you 
explained to the audience what the songs were about and you passed out lyric sheets with the 
English translations. When 1 was walking through the audience, 1 saw people reading the sheets 
and getting something out of them. 
M: It depends. When we play to a majority of a Latino crowd, it's different because they 
understand what we're saying. They can kind of relate more to what we're saying and they 
appreciate it morc. When we play in those basement parties in the neighborhood, we'll have 
people who don't even like hardcore music go to our shows. Kids who don't even know what 
hardcore is about go to our shows because of what we're about and what we say and they get into 
it. | don’t think we can have some average Elmhurst person or an adult come to our show where 
in our neighborhood there will be adults who will come in. Older, Latino people who walk in 
because they appreciate what we're doing and they support us. 
UD: And chances are they will have a more open mind because they're not familiar with the 
music 
J: If we play in Elmhurst, and we play a bunch of suburban towns, who would the songs be going 
out to? Would they really be understanding the changes and views we're trying to lay on people. 
The songs are about youths who really don't know any better. By directing our songs towards 
them, it would be easier to tell it to them strait out instead of going to another audience. | have no 
problem playing in front of anybody. It doesn’t matter 10 me. I don't like labelling people and it 
doesn't matter who's there. I they ll listen and give us just ten minutes, we'll do our best to get a 
message oul. 
M: That's about how long we play for anyway... (snigger,snigger). Either you catch it or you 
don't. We were really shocked because the show we did at the 6 feet under. There were so many 
different types of people it was unbelievable. People who get into heavy metal were there and 
liked it a lot. People who don't even get into punk got into it. Older people in their 30's got into 
it! It was kind of amazing. It was a shock and a surprise and І really appreciate that. I'm really 
happy that people ure willing to accept something even though it's totally different because you 
can go certain places where the type of music we're doing is nothing big or nothing new but 
around where we're from it is new. 
UD: What kind of messages аге you trying to get out to the kids and 
adults that come to your shows? 
M: It depends on the song. Each song has it’s own meaning. The 
Mother’s Cry. for instance, is basically about violence within the 
younger communiues. To do a quick comparison, the youth in 
certain countries in Latin America or certain 3rd world countries 
or wherever there's major oppression or oppression in general, 
dic for poliucal reasons. But the youth here die because they kill” 
* each other over neighborhoods or clothing or just different? 
* things: Gang stuff. It’s really an insaneway of thinking and living 
your life. We're not going to say we're going to eliminate that 
because we won't. That's politician talk. We'll never eliminate 
that. Politicians always swear they're going to get nd of crime 
¥ and gangs but that’s a bunch of shit because it's never going to 
j disappear and we don't expect it to. We're just saying, "look, 
we're just showing you how itis and it’s up to you as an individual 
to choose what you want to do. You have itin your hands.” That’s all 


we're saying. 
conunued... 


UD: It's just great to have a band around here who are actually saying something of value. Even 
though it may not be relatable to some people, I still think it's important to understand what's going 
on in different communities. I think that you're doing a great job of it. 
Mhings are going good. We've been together for 6 months. We've had a bunch of shows happening 
already. Our demo has done really well, people have been really supportive, things are going good. 
We can't really complain. 
Н: If you have a copy of our demo out there, copy it and pass it around! 
M: Yeah! We have no problem with that. Copy the hell out of it for as many people as you want! 
Don't sell it. Please, don't rip people off. We don't care about us. We don't get the money, we 
don't care, we probably never will. Support home taping, it's killing business!!! 
UD: How's your label What The Fuck going? 
M: Right now, what I’ve been working on foi 
Indian Treaty Rights. I’ve had a lot of prob} 
but I have the vinyl back in after havin; 
It's an LP and a)“ with 22 bands from 
into it and want to support a good cause 
Right after this, we're goin 
can make thousands of them and send 1000: 
thousand here for Chicago so we can reach a lot of people but that! 
UD: Are you in contact with a lot of scenes in S, America? 
M: A couple, yeah. | 
0: A few months ago, I went down to Mexico and mad ES оте contacts. 
We got a really good reception which is cool. f — 
M: I wanted to mention that we have a song coming gut on a compilation соті gt 
man named Ceasar who is really cool from a band called Dogma Mundista is p 
compilation of mostly L.A bands who almost all sing in Spanish. We have a song 
Identidad Perdida which means "Lost Identity.” It should be out in 2 months. We 
that here in Chicago so look forward to that . Also, we have a song coming o 
new comp Achtung Chicago Zwei called Peliamos which means "We Fight“ 
UD: Besides Indian Treaty Rights, what other causes does Los Crudos and W 
behind and support? 
‘yone we feel is just I guess? We've done a benefit in Milwaukee fi 
Denn we did the Hardcore Against Hunger, we're doing a show up in Madisor which I 
belie le Benefit of that will go to a women's rape crisis center, and we "re going to be $ пр up 


wo years is a benefit LP for American 
‘know a lot of bands have been waiting 

he pressing plant It’s just out now. 
| реа 


a flexi which is cheap and we 
ico, 1000 everywhere, and a 
in the air right now. 


UD: Any last comments you want 10 get off your chest? 
J: We'd like to say thank you to A? who was willing toi 
read the lyrics. sig 
M: That really surprised me wen I saw people readis 

are wanting to know what we're saying, Peopft 
sheets on the floor at shows. Aſter all, they cost 
away, just give em back! 

UD: It’s cool that your lyric sheets are in Spanish and English. 
M: We want to be considerate. We really feel everyone. should know what we're sayi 
don't want to leave people out. People ask why. we sing in Spanish. Most of us, out: firs 


LOS CRUDOS анте sili cosis) 


went to, at 
different lang 
I was feeling 


Hopefully, this kind 
Spanish, or whatever, 1 
shame. 

UD:: There seems that theres 
one big culture that has it’s roots in the 
M: It won't work and it’s not wor 
UD: It’s something we have to 
where they came from. I think i 
M: People should be accepting a 
about other people, places, cultur 
UD: Well thanks for coming down 
M: It was very punk rock! 


We then went on to play loads of So 

Support bands like Los Crudos. Th Cyr hell rac 
Demos are $2.00 . Contact Ma 

happenings at: | 


юе УТ | 
Chicago, IL 60608 
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EO AND JOOLZ 


created by: 
Jeanette, Nikki, and Half-Pint 
illustrations by: 
Half-Pint 


CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY: 


EO 

JOOLZ à; 

JULIE MCCOY: Perky cruise director for the 
Pacific Princess 

GOPHER: Purser and real neat guy 

DOC: White shorts-clad ladies man 

ISAAC: Chameleon bartender 

CAPT. MERRILL STUBING: Balding 

VICKY: Prepubescent ugly girl who has no lines 
inthis play _ 

CHARO: Voluptuous blonde "coochie-coohie" 
type person 

ERIK ESTRADA: Charo's brother 


PROLOGUE #2: 


Since last we saw the lover's part 
In love they tumbled heedless of the harvest 
Many a star-filled night they spent 
Partaking of sweet round provisions 
with holes in the center 
And doing the dirty hula 
Yet alas, adventure beckons 
And they runneth for the sheerest lover's delight 
Thus, they hitcheth to the fair lands of oranges 
and Miami Vice 
And doth our tale taketh a startling and swirling turn 
As we join our two lovers while they pursue their call. 


EXIT 


ACT Ill, Scene 1: 

(Sunny Florida, even 
though it's the PACIFIC 
Princess) 


JOOLZ: Damn! Mine 
buttocks hurteth bad 
from sitting so long. 


EO: And like mine don't, 
dude? 


JOOLZ: I'm not a dude 
and like | fucking care, 
OK? Now whence is that foolish boat you've speaketh of? 


EO: Right here... 


Love, exciting and new 
Come aboard 
We're expecting you 
And LOOOOOOOOOVE 
Life's sweetest reward 
Let it flow 

It flows back to you 


THE LOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOVE BOAT 
Soon we'll be making another run 
THE LOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOVE BOAT 
Promises something for everyone 


Set a course for adventure 

Your mind on a new romance 

And love won't hurt anymore 

It's an open smile on a friendly shore 
Its LOOOOOOOVE 

Welcome aboard 

Its LOOO0000000VE! 


(JOOLZ's eyes turn to stars as they board the boat) 
JULIE: Hi! I'm Julie your Cruise Director! You must be Eo and Joolz, 


the famous dead playwright guy's characters! Welcome aboard the 
Pacific Princess! 


GOPHER: You're in Room 14182, on the Lido Deck, the Punk 
Rock Suite! 


JOOLZ: Like wow... That doth beateth the shit out of anyplace 
l've ever stayed before. 


EO: Where's Tattoo? 
GOPHER: Wrong show! 


JULIE: You know, the Captain would like you two lovebirds to 
dine at his table tonight! 


JOOLZ: Like wow... Prithee, couldest thou tell me wherefore is 
the Lido Deck? 


JULIE: Well, Gopher'll be sure to take you there!!! 
GOPHER: Righteo! (GOPHER, EO, and JOOLZ exit.) 


ACT Ill, Scene 2: 
(Dinner with Captain Stubling) 


EO: Hey Murray! How's Mary and Rhoda?! 

STUBING: Wrong show! But welcome aboard the Pacific Princess! Let 
me introduce you to the others at the table. Of course, you know Julie, 
Gopher, Doc, and my homely daughter Vickey, and then this is Charo, 
and Erik Estrada—they're brother and sister... 

EO: Are you SURE you're not Murray? 


STUBING: Yes, | am sure. (STUBING looks nervous and trapped like a 
caged fugitive) But anyway! Hey Joolz!! What's your sign?! 


EO: She hath not a sign vile dickweed. Sir. 


JOOLZ: May | answerith for mineself, you dildo? (Turns to STUBING 
and rolls her eyes) | hath not a sign, vile dickweed. Sir. 


CHARO: Coochie, coochie. BRRRRRRRRRRRR! Ooh, Eo! 


THE LAST SUPPER - you Delbert! EO: Wow, dost thou hail 
from Vegas or 
something? 


¢ ICHARO:BRRRRRRRR! 


JOOLZ: Pray Stuby! 
Wouldest thou start a pit 
with this fair maiden? 


STUBING: Why 
.:", [certainly! 


DOC: Merrill, you better watch your blood pressure 


JULIE: Gee! A barbeque pit! That sounds like a neat idea! (EXIT) 


ACT IV, Scene 1: 
(Punk Rock Cabin on Lido Deck, 7:30 am) 


ANNOUNCEMENT: There will be NO deck-diving! The captain /S 
present! Have a great day!  - 


EO: Wherefore haveth you been until these wee-est hours of the morn? 


JOOLZ: Fie, Fie are you mad? Shuffleboard | was playing, so 
chilleth dick! 


EO: Hang thee young baggage! | tell thee what! Speak not, reply 
not, do not answer me! 


ISAAC: Hey foxy mama! Anyone for a chilled drink? | thought | 
heard someone say "chill"... 


EO: Methinks we must returneth from whence we came. Hark! | 
heareth the thundering calls of the L's and | smelleth the divine aroma 
of the Chicago River! 


JOOLZ: WHEREFORE? Thou dost not even hail from Chicago! Thy 
jealousy doth fills my soul with wrath! 


EO: So...That wilt always cometh between us, wiltn't it? Pray! 
Where dost thou goest now? 


JOOLZ: | leave thee now to partake of morning provisions with Stuby 
on the Aloha Deck. 


EO: O, be gone! But expecteth me not to pine for thee! /'ve got a 
date with Charo! (EXIT) 


ACT IV, Scene 2: 
(Fiesta Deck overlooking the Ocean) 


ERIK: Hey man! Why did you leave my sister Charo at the breakfast table? 
EO: Dude, I’m bummed! 


ERIK: Well, hey man! It wouldn't work anyway. You got nothing in 
common-—she's from the suburbs and you're from CHICAGO! Later 
man! (ERIK exits. EO, in a fit of blind rage, throws his bass into the 
tempestuous waters) 


ACT IV, Scene 3. 
(Later, JOOLZ and STUBING on the Fiesta Deck) 


STUBING: You know Joolz, I've been thinking. Why don't we ditch 
everyone and live in Acapulco? 


JOOLZ: What the fuck are you talking about? | HAVE a boyfriend! 
(JOOLZ scans the horizon. She spots EO's bass floating in the water) 


EO! What hast thou done?! Hast thou not only left 1, but the fair 
green earth as well?! 


STUBING: Joolz! Let me take you away from this scene of death! 
Gopher! Get the Coast Guard! 


JOOLZ: Go, get thee hence, for | will not away. (Exit STUBING.) 
What's here? Nothing left of him more than his bass. Drowning, | 
see, hath been his timeless end. (JOOLZ throws herself into the sea. 
EO upon witnessing this scene arrives only in time to watch her jump.) 


EO: Dude! By heaven ! love thee better than myself! | cannot liveth 
without thee! (EO jumps overboard just as the entire crew arrives on deck.) 


ACT V, Scene 1: 
(JULIE and ISAAC bidding farewell to the passengers) 


JULIE: Well, everything worked out fot the best, huh, Isaac? 
ISAAC: Julie, two people jumped overboard! 
JULIE: Ohhh...Oh well. But love is in the air!!! 


ISSAC: A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The sun for sorrow will not show his head. 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things; 
Some shall be pardoned, and some punished; 

For never was a story of more woe 

Than this of Joolz and her Eo. 

(EXIT ALL) 


THE LOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOVE BOAT 


Soon we'll be meking another run 
THE LOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOVE BOAT... 


Q9 


All Alone With Nowhere to Go 


MEMPHIS WAS HELL ON EARTH FOR ME. FIRST OFF, MY RIDE AND I DIDN'T REALIZE 
THAT THOSE SMALL BUILDINGS ARE WHAT MAKE UP DOWNTOWN MEMPHIS. EVEN THOUGH 
WE WERE PRETTY SURE THAT WAS THE MISSISSIPPI, WE ENDED UP DRIVING AT LEAST 
FIVE MILES OUT OF CITY, WHERE THEY DROPPED ME OFF. IT JUST TURNED DARK WHEN 
I GOT BACK ON HIGHWAY 55. I STILL HAD MY MEMPHIS SIGN, AND FELT PRETTY 
STUPID WITH IT, BEING ONLY FIVE MILES OUT OF THE CITY. I WAS DRENCHED IN 
SWEAT BY NOW AND ENDED UP DUMPING MY SIGN AND DECIDED TO WALK AND SKATE 
ALL THE WAY. THAT BIG BRIDGE WITH THE LIGHTS CAME INTO VIEW AS I SKATED 
DOWN A RAD HILL. THANK GOD FOR SKATEBOARDS AND HILLS. BRAD, ZOE, AND I 
AGREED TO CALL MY ARKANSAS FRIEND, JASON, AT 9:00 SO WE COULD CORRESPOND 
WITH EACH OTHER. JASON WASN'T HOME, BUT HIS DAD TOLD ME THAT ZOE AND BRAD 
WERE STILL IN MISSOURI. I SUDDENLY FELT A BIT LONLIER CUZ I KNEW THEY 
WOULDN'T BE AT THE PARK ON THE RIVER, WHERE WE WERE TO MEET. I FINALLY 
REACHED DOWNTOWN AND WALKED NORTH THROUGH THE WHOLE PARK, FINDING NO ONE 
BUT LOVE-BIRDS. LIKE SERENA SAID LAST ISSUE, I HATE SEEING MILLIONS OF 
COUPLES SMOOCHING IN PUBLIC, ESPECIALLY SINCE I'M COMPLETELY ALONE AND 
DON'T EVEN HAVE А GIRLFRIEND TO AT LEAST THINK ABOUT KISSING. MAN, LIFE 
SUX. ALL THIS SHIT MADE ME HUNGRIER THAN I ALREADY WAS, SO I VENTURED 
TOWARDS THE BUILDINGS IN SEARCH FOR FOOD AND LOTS OF DRINK. NO LUCK. I'LL 
EAT ANYTHING IF I CAN JUST FIND IT. THAT SHIT ON THE GROUND LOOKS PRETTY 
GOOD BUT I HAVE TOO MUCH STUFF TO BEND OVER AND PICK IT UP. LUCKILY, I 
FOUND A GROCERY CART AND THREW MY STUFF IN IT. WHAT A RELIEF! LET ME 

FILL YOU IN ON SOME CHOICE ADVICE: WHEN TRAVELING, DON'T BRING A WHOLE 
SHITLOAD OF CLOTHES IF YOU ALSO HAVE A BACKPACK, SLEEPING BAG, AND 
SKATEBOARD. I FELT LIKE THROWING MY BAG OF CLOTHES IN THE TRASH. ANYWAY, 
THIS OLD COUNTRY SECURITY GAURD DIRECTED ME TO EIRCLE K, WHERE THEY 
HAD.TWO HOTDOGS FOR A DOLLAR. "SEE THEM LIGHTS OVER YONDER, GO THERE 

THEN TO YER LEFT." THANKS DUDE. TWO HOTDOGS AND A JUNGLE JUICE HIT THE 
SPOT. THIS GUY ASKED ME FOR SOME CHANGE FOR A BEER AND HE CAME BACK AND 
DRANK SOME OF IT WITH ME IN THE PARK. "MAN, FUCK THIS CITY. THIS CITY 
.AIN'T SHIT." I HEAR THAT FROM A LOT OF PEOPLE, EVEN OUTSIDE THE LOFT 

IN CHICAGO. "HOW IS CHICAGO? YOU THINK I COULD MAKE IT THERE? IF I'MA 

GET A JOB, IT AIN'T GONNA BE NOWHERE WHERE THEY TREAT YOU LIKE A DOG. 

YOU KNOW, I COULD GO TO BURGER KING OR SOMETHIN', BUT FUCK THAT SHIT. 

I'D RATHER BE OUT HUSTLIN'." I FELT KIND OF SORRY FOR HIM CUZ HE WAS 

A NICE GUY WHO DIDN'T KNOW WHERE TO GO OR WHAT TO DO. HE JUST WANTED 

TO LEAVE AND START ALL OVER. I'VE FELT THAT WAY MANY TIMES. HE LEFT 

SO I DECIDED TO FINALLY GET OUT OF MY WET CLOTHES AND INTO SOME DRY 
DADDIES. ANOTHER GUY WALKED UP AND SAT DOWN WITH SOME FOOD. I GAVE HIM 

A COUPLE DRINKS OF MY BEER AS HE TALKED WITH HIS STUTTER. I WENT BEHIND 

A BUSH AND CHANGED MY CLOTHES (RIGHT DOWN TO THE BOXERS), THEN REAPPEARED. 
"Y-Y-YOU CAN STAY IN MY CATHOLE TONIGHT, IT'S NOT FAR." I TOLD HIM I 

KNEW WHERE I WAS STAYING, BUT THANKS ANYWAY (YEA, RIGHT). "Y-Y-YOU KNOW, 
Y-Y-Y-YOU'RE KINDA SEXY", HE SAID QUIETLY. "WHAT?", I REPLIED."Y-Y-YOU'RE 
KINDA SEXY", HE SAID EVEN QUIETER. I DIDN'T REALLY RESPOND THE WAY HE 
WANTED ME TO, SO HE TALKED EVEN QUIETER THAN BEFORE. WE TALKED А LITTLE 
WHILE I PACKED MY STUFF AND THEN TOLD HIM I WASN'T DOING ANYTHING 
TONIGHT. I TOLD HIM BYE AND WALKED OUT OF THE PARK. NATURALLY, HE 
FOLLOWED ABOUT FIFTY FEET BEHIND. I WAS HEAVED TO THE RIVER AGAIN TO 

LOOK FOR BRAD AND ZOE. I TOLD HIM TO QUIT FOLLOWING ME, BUT HE JUST 
IGNORED ME AND KEPT WALKING. I WALKED DOWN THIS HILL AND THEN TRIED 
TRICKING HIM BY CLIMBING UP ON THIS GRASSY HILL AND THEN WALKING BACK 
AROUND. IT DIDN'T WORK AND BROUGHT ON EVEN MORE ANXIETY. 


AFTER I CLIMBED THE SMALL HILL, I SAW A MAN WITH HEADPHONES ON AND A LADY 
LYING ON THE GROUND HAVING CONVULSIONS. THEN I NOTICED THAT THE MAN WAS 
MISSING AT LEAST HALF HIS FINGERS. I ALSO NOTICED THE GUY WHO I WAS ORIGIN- 
ALLY EVADING WALKING TO US ON THE SIDEWALK. THEN THE NO FINGERS GUY STARTED 
GRUNTING IN A MUTED WAY AND THREW HIS ARMS UP WHILE WALKING TOWARDS ME. I 


HAD MY SKATEBOARD IN MY HANDS AND WAS READY TO USE IT IF I HAD TO, BUT THE 
OTHER GUY WALKED UP AND I CRUISED FROM ALL OF THEM, SCARED AS HELL. I KNEW 
I WAS GOING TO DIE TONIGHT. I SKATED ALONG THE RIVER FOR ABOUT TWO MILES 
AND CLIMBED A HUGE HILL, HOPING TO FIND A BEAUTIFUL SLEEPING SPOT SO I 
COULD PUT THIS NIGHT BEHIND ME ONCE AND FOR ALL. I WALKED AROUND FOREVER 
IN AN INDUSTRIAL, BUSINESS-LIKE PART OF TOWN. IT WAS VIRTUALLY DESERTED, 
PROBABLY BECAUSE IT WAS ABOUT TWO IN THE MORNING. I WAS LOOKING FOR A WAY 
ON TOP OF THE BUILDINGS, BUT I COULDN'T FIND ANYTHING. THEN I WALKED UP 

TO THIS HOTEL AND THOUGHT IT WAS STRANGE, SINCE IT WAS SUCH AN ISOLATED 
AREA. I LOOKED ON THE WALL ACROSS THE STREET AND IT HAD SOME MARTIN LUTHER 
KING, JR. QUOTE SPRAYPAINTED ON IT, ALONG WITH OTHER GRAFFITI RELATING 

TO THE CIVIL RIGHTS MOVEMENT. I LOOKED UP AT THE HOTEL (MOTEL) SIGN AND 
DISCOVERED THAT IT WAS THE PLACE WHERE MLK WAS SHOT AND KILLED. IT WAS 
REALLY BONE-CHILLING BECAUSE I FELT LIKE SOMEONE WAS GOING TO KILL ME 

AT THE SAME PLACE HE WAS KILLED. I FELT LESS AFRAID TO DIE THOUGH, FOR 
SOME WEIRD REASON. I LOOKED AROUND FOR AWHILE AND THEN LEFT THE MOTEL 

IN SEARCH FOR SLEEP. I SAW TWO MEN ON THE STREET AND THEY SAW ME, SO I 
DECIDED TO CLIMB UP ON THESE TRACKS AND WALK ALONG THEM. LOOKED IN A 
BOXCAR BUT IT WAS FULL OF METAL. IT WAS REALLY QUIET AND I WAS GOING 

PAST ALL THESE ABANDONED BUILDINGS WITH NO DOORS OR WINDOWS ON THEM. I 
DIDN'T EVEN THINK ABOUT GOING IN THOSE. EVERY SO OFTEN I WOULD LOOK BEHIND 
MY BACK TO MAKE SURE NONE OF THESE FREAKS WERE FOLLOWING. I FINALLY CAME 
TO A BUILDING THAT I COULD GET ON, SINCE IT HAD A PIPE COMING OUT THE SIDE 
OF IT. I CLIMBED ON MY SKATEBOARD AND ONTO THE PIPE, THEN GRABBED MY BAG 
AND CLIMBED ON TOP OF THE BUILDING. RAD! I FINALLY HAD A PLACE WHERE I 
COULD SLEEP AND FEEL SAFE. NOTHING HERE TO BOTHER ME. THERE'S NO WAY 
ANYONE'S GOING TO COME UP HERE. WHAT COULD POSSIBLY BOTHER ME NOW? 
MOSQUITOS! LOTS OF THEM. I DIDN'T EVEN NOTICE UNTIL I HAD MY SLEEPING 

BAG OUT AND ALL MY WET CLOTHES READY TO DRY IN THE WIND. I ENDED UP 

BEING COMPLETELY WRAPPED IN MY BAG WITH A SHIRT OVER MY HEAD. THAT DIDN'T 
STOP THEM. I TRIED MOVING NEXT TO A VENT HOPING THE AIR COMING OUT OF IT 
WOULD KEEP THEM AWAY BUT IT WAS FUTILE. NOTHING ON THIS EARTH WAS GOING 

TO LET ME SLEEP TONIGHT. I ENDED UP GETTING DOWN AND DID MORE WALKING AND 
SKATING. IT WAS ABOUT FOUR BY NOW AND MY BAGS WERE HEAVIER THAN EVER. I 
SHOULDN'T HAVE DUMPED THAT GROCERY CART. I SKATED SOME MORE AND CAME UP 

TO THE PEABODY HOTEL AND THOUGHT MAYBE I COULD HANG AROUND THERE AND BE 
SAFE ENOUGH TO SLEEP. THEN I SAW THE GREYHOUND BUS STATION AND WENT INSIDE. 
I SAT IN THE CAFETERIA AND READ COMETBUS. I WAS READING ABOUT SOME GUYS 
AARON STAYED WITH IN MEMPHIS AND DREAMED OF BEING ASLEEP AT THEIR HOUSE. 

I CAME TO MORE REALISTIC TERMS BY SLEEPING IN THE STATION FOR A FEW HOURS. 
I WOKE UP AND ALL THE PEOPLE WHO WERE AROUND ME EARLIER WERE REPLACED BY 
DIFFERENT TRAVELERS. I GOT UP AND WENT OUTSIDE. IT WAS LIGHT OUT NOW, WHICH 
WAS REALLY GREAT. I WALKED BEHIND THIS BUILDING AND WENT ACROSS THE STREET 
ONTO THE SIDEWALK. I LOOKED DOWN TRE ALLEY AND SAW THREE GUYS, ONE WITH A 
HUGE MOHAWK. I WALKED PASSED AND WAS PLANNING ON GOING BACK TO TALK WITH 
THEM, BUT THEY CAME TO ME FIRST. THEY ENDED UP BEING THE EXACT SAME KIDS 

I WAS READING ABOUT IN COMETBUS! I COULDN'T FUKIN' BELIEVE IT! I WAS SO 
TIRED THAT I COULD HARDLY SMILE OR PAY MUCH ATTENTION TO WHAT THEY WERE 
SAYING. THEY WERE CLIMBING INTO THIS OLD BUILDING. WE ENDED UP GOING TO 
pP 


(fuklayout*fuklayout*fuklayout*fuklayout*fuklayout) 


"ТЕТЕ PLACE DOWN THE STREET FROM THE ANTENNA CLUB, IT'S THE SAME HOUSE 


ROB ROY STAYED IN WHEN HE WAS THERE. THEY WERE GOING TO A SHOW IN LITTLE 
ROCK LATER, SO I FELL ASLEEP UNTIL AROUND TWO AND THEN THEY TOOK ME ALL 
THE WAY TO VINO'S (CLUB), WHERE I RAN INTO ZOE SITTING ON THE SIDEWALK 

AND BRAD AND FRIENDS INSIDE. IT WAS GREAT BEING HOME, THANKS TO EVERYONE 
FOR THE FOOD, BEER, BUS TRANSFERS, CIGARETTES, HOUSING, AND ESPECIALLY THE 
RIDES. NO THANKS TO THE TRAIN CONDUCTOR WHO CAUGHT US AND MADE US GET OFF, 
GUY IN NORMAL, IL WHO TOOK BRAD'S LICENSE WHILE TRYING TO BUY BEER, THE 
CORPORATE FUCKS IN ASTRO VANS. THE HOT SIN Sur 
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A I was sixteen years old 

M First and living in the suburbs. Га 
y been playing guitar for eight 
months (and trying to sing), and 

had been in this, my first band, 

Show for six months. My band mates 
were older than me and more 

experienced, with Steve having 

° played drums for 4 years and 
Experience Brian playing bass for over 2. 
Why we got together is a mystery, 

but it probably had to do with 

the fact that we were all going to 

Hinsdale Central H.S. and 

everyone else was a jerk. Steve 


by was into rock music, Brian 
thought he was into punk, and I 


didn't know what I liked. But we 

D ouglas had more in common with each 
KE à other than with anyone else. The 

W WW project was really pushed along 
ard gw ,by Brian at the outset; he 


gor" Е x ^ bought us mics to sing 


songs we'd cover, he even 
made business cards with 
our band name on ‘em. 
A Oh yeah, the band 
name; we were the 
infamous EX-TONES. 
None of us really 
knew anything 
about being in a 
band, except 

is Brian, who just 


EN “© N thought he 
NM хос did. We 
ос practiced 

: i gð for 6 

су Xe... months. 


* Steve's parent's 
TONES first E $ ıı garage & living room, 
ever gig at N K | working up our set. This 
McGreevy's... on consisted of 6 JAM songs, 6 


Wow CLASH songs, “Fall Out" 
"We (POLICE), "Prove My Love" 


m 


(VIOLENT FEMMES), 1 MISSION 
OF BURMA song, "I Don't Know" 
and "Potential Rapist" (NAKED 
RAYGUN), “Minor Threat" 
(MINOR THREAT), "Midnight 
Hour" (Wilson Pickett), "Steppin' 
Stone” (MONKEES), “Slow 
Down” (Larry Williams), and a 
few atrocious originals. All of 
these were pretty ratty versions, 
with the old classics being done 
up as punk as we could do ‘em. 
With these under our belt, Brian 
declared it was time to seek our 
ist gig. 

The only club in the 
whole that would let us play 
there (or so we thought) was an 
Irish Sports Bar called 
McGreevy's in the neighboring 
suburb on Glenview. McGreevy's 
later become popular as a juice 
bar/dance club, but at this 
time, it was still a regular bar 
that did Sunday night all-ages 
bands/dance nights. Brian 
somehow conned me into 
making the call, and it went like 
this: 

“Yeah, McGreevy's" 

“Hi, uhm, I'm Douglas 
Ward from the band the EX- 
TONES, and we were interesting 
in a booking at your club on the 
all-ages night and we..." 

"The what tones?" 

"The EX-TONES" 

"Whatever, you've got a 
show November 4th, and you'll 
play three 1 hour sets." 

“Uh, yeah, O.K., sure, 
uh, we'll do it. O.K., thanks uh, 
yeah." 

That was it, our "big 
break!" We were all set. Except 
the fact that there was no way 
we could play three 1 hour sets, 
we were on our way (where ever 


that was, and whatever that 
was, we had no idea). 

The night arrived at last, 
Sunday Nov. 4th, 1984 (the eve 
of Ronald Reagan's re-election) 
and we were primed. All our 
gear was stuffed in Steve's 
suburban, and the three of us 
were talking about how nervous 
we were. We still had plenty of 
copies of the flyer that Brian 
had made up (complete with our 
logo written spray-paint style on 
a brick wall), and we proceeded 
to hand them to the toll booth 
operators on the way up. We 
Pulled into the parking lot, and 
went to the stage door. It was 
apparently locked, and we 
began banging on the door to be 
let in. After 10 minutes or so, I 
finally went around to the front, 
only to find a huge bunch of 
people lined up at the door! 

I thought this was pretty 
cool, and walked past the line 
and up to the door. 

"They're not open yet" I 
was informed by one of the 
metal-haired people in line. At 
this point, I noticed that the 
whole line had a rather metal 
look to it. How odd. 

"I'm in the band,” I said, 
certain that .. would clear up 
my line cutting status. It only 
elicited a puzzled look of 
disbelief from him. Undaunted, I 
went ahead and banged on the 
front door. Several moments 
later, a bouncer type opened up, 
and I said, "I'm in the band and 
the stage door is locked, so 
could you open it please?" 

That same puzzled look, 
that the metal head had given 
me earlier, appeared on his face 
too. "You're in the band?" he 


My First Show 


Experience...cn said I, “so 


could you 
please open the stage door for 
us?” 

I should have smelled 
trouble, but my innocence and 
optimism kept my better sense 
from operating. 

“O.K., I'll open the door” 
said the bouncer and went off. 

Back at the stage door, I 
informed the guys “no problem, 
someone’s coming to open the 
door now, let’s 


the “what the fuck is going on 
here” theme were raging 


through our minds. The BLACK 


& BLUE crew didn’t look to 
pleased either, and Bill, the 
manager for the club, was 
nowhere in sight. We marched 
boldly on, placing our 
equipment down, and as I went 
off after Bill, Brian and Steve 
had to put up with BLACK & 
BLUE's manager hassling them. 


Actually, the BLACK & BLUE 
guys turned out to be pretty 


cool in the end. They were 
sympathetic to our plight, and 
Steve & Brian had some good 


get our gear.” —— chats with them before the 
We loaded up . T night was 
with guitars „„ ae. through. 
and a bass EX m i "m эд I 

drum. The н — „ finally 
stage door Т в found 
opened, and E NES v manager 
we went in. E v6 B 1 1 1 
The sounds ` cowering 
of raging | 52, 0245 war in some 
L.A. heavy . Jess BRIAN: back office, 
metal met 7 LEBER | trying to 
our ears. The sight eed, f look busy. 
of 7 roadies eating Wendy’s Although I 
chow, two road managers, 4 w a 8 


Marshall amp stacks, 3 guys 
with big hair rocking out on 
day-glo guitars with lighted 
frets, a drummer behind 10,000 
cymbals and toms, and a Dee 
Snyder look alike screaming 
"supersonic" in a high pitched 
falsetto, all in front of the 
BLACK & BLUE banner (an 
American flag parody; black and 
blue colored stripes with a blue 
clenched fist on a field of black) 
met our eyes. A really sick, kind 
of "oh shit" feeling met our 
stomachs. 

All kinds of variations on 


intimidated by the situation, I 
was also mad enough to be able 
to rip into him. I was convinced 
that we'd been snuffed out of 
the picture, and that my ranting © 
would be at least some small 
consolation for the bad evening. 
However, buttloads of expletives’ 
later, I was stunned to hear him 
speaking of compromise. Yes, 
compromise! I'd cowed him, or 
perhaps, it was only pity for the 
pathetic, heartbroken, 
suburban kid before him. 
Whatever it was, it worked. The 
EX-TONES would play two 30 


minute sets before B & B's. two 
sets, and we could come back 
and play again. 

Still stunned, I went 
back to the band & filled them 
in. That was cool, but we were 
nervous. This was before the 
days when punk & HC were 
"cool" to metal kids, and there 
were a lot of metal kids. By the 
time we went on for the first set, 
there were over 350 people in a 
300 capacity room; over 9596 
with big hair. Faced with certain 
ridicule, and possible 
annihilation, we prepared to die. 

Our time had come, and 
we nervously launched into the 
JAM's "In the City." From the 
time we went on stage to the 
time we went off, I don't 
remember anything outside of a 
few vagaries. It is one of my 
biggest regrets that we didn't get 
the show taped (we could have 
been video taped if we'd brought 
a blank one—oh well) because I 
can't remember if we sucked or 
not. I mean, we must have. I 
couldn't play a solo with a gun 
to my head, much less sing at 
the same time. Brian, for all his 
boasting and posturing, still got 
lost on two note songs, with 
regularity. Steve was good. 
Steve was great, but could he 
have carried us all by himself? I 

, don't think so. But for all that, 
we didn't get "booed" once. 
Except for when we said some 
anti-Reagan re-election stuff, 
"but that's when we noticed a 
few punks 1n the audience. In 
fact, there were about 20 to 30 
punks, who we'd never seen 
before, who were out there 
cheering enthusiastically the 
whole time. That boosted our 


spirits enough to carry us 
through. 

I do remember Brian 
getting his leg grabbed by a 
grumpy looking long hair. Brian 
reaction was straight out of 
seeing too many "Punk in the 
U.K." type videos; he spit on 
him. This only made the whole 
place roar—some pissed, others 
loving it, and actually made us 
feel pretty cool. The guy started 
screaming about "kicking some 
ass," and then the bouncers 
hauled him off. There was 
another metal guy in front of me 
who seemed to love everything 
we did. He'd yell, *do some 
eights man, do some eights" 
while making some vague air- 
guitar gestures. To this day, I 
don't know what "eights" are. 

We finished with the 
CLASH's "White Riot," and 
finally we were done, offstage, 
tired, and happy. Some friend 
had shown up to see the show, 
and they came over, said some 
nice things, and went their 
separate ways. I think we went 
to Denny's, drank coffee, 
dropped the gear off, and 
eventually went home. But from 
that day on, I knew that I was 
on to something cool. Yeah, I 
was hooked on being in a band. 
I was hooked on punk rock. 

The EX-TONES never 
played again. Brian got too 
conceited for anyone to stand 
him, and Steve and I drifted 
apart. Later that spring, Steve 
and I started playing together 
again, and new band stuff was 
on the horizon, but that's 
another story... 


@ 


ve YIPPY FOR YIDDISH! 


Ever at a loss for words? When in doubt, speak Yiddish. Here 
are some helpful terms to spice up your conversation: 


SHMOHAWK:; synonym for penis (i.e. How do you keep your 
SHMOHAWK so erect, with gel or hairspray, or with toothpaste?) 
BARABANTSHIK: Drummer in a band (i.e. RobRoy is 
TOTALLY the BARABANTSHIK for Eskimo Nation.) 
HOLUBTSHES; Stuffed cabbage (i.e. Like don't eat that 
HOLUBTSHES, it's gross.) 
KUM ICH МТ HEINT, KUM ICH MORGEN; LIT. If I 
don't come today, I'll come tomorrow." 
ISEGAIT ZICH IN MOYLE: Melts in your mouth, yummy 
yummy (i.e. He sure does TSEGAIT ZICH IN MOYLE!) 

; Punk (i.e. Look how high the shmohawk on 


that PASKUDNYAK is!) 
EUN PIPEK!; LIT. “Onions 
should grow from your navel!" 


Created by: Nikki, Jeanette, and Alison (who said Yiddish sounds like German) 
With special thanks to our very own Jewish Homegirl Jessica Hoyne 
All sexual innuendos dedicated to Glen 


[The following article was turned in by a U-dogger who wishes to 
remain anonymous, due to the fact that this article of his is totally 


stupid. --U-Dog] 


“L” SCAMS— 


DON'T GET CAUGHT! 


If you don’t know what the “L” is, you must be fucking retarded. 


Day Scams 


1) Dimes and figlets usually work, try to see how aware the money grabber is. If 
they get pissed and shove the money back in your face act dumb and give them the 
right amount of cash. 

2) Jump the turnstyle while nobody’s looking. If you get caught run your ass off. 
3) You could get fined for this...Deface transfers and give yourself more time io 
ride. 

4) Give used transfers. Half the time it works, especially in rush hour. 


Ni ght Scams-a night conductors collect on the train. 


1) Get on the train real fast as far away from the conductor and sit next to a lot of 
people or sit in somebody else's place if they get up. Next act asleep. This has 
worked about 5 times for me! 

2) Get off at a stop where a ticket gate is open and wait for another train. 


COOL MOVIES YOU PROBABLY HAVENT SEEN 


- Director 
Errol Morris, who also made The 
Thin Blue Lin Th 
Heaven, (Not to be confused with 
the major studio mess Heaven’s 
Gates) made this documentary 
sometime in the early 1980’s. It 
centers on a real town on the 
Florida panhandle (rumored to be 
somewhere in the vicinity of 
Panama City) and consists of 
interviews with the inhabitants of 
the town. Sounds boring, but 
believe me, the residents of 
Vernon are unlike those you’ve 
ever met in Downers Grove. 
There’s the guy who moved down 
to Vernon from Chicago with his 
“mudder”, a tale he relates while 
inspecting his mail order “gem”. 
There’s the three old men sitting 
in front of the gas station who tell 
a story about a man who blew his 
head off with a shotgun. “He 
pointed it at his forehead then 
leaned over and took his shoe off 
and used his toe to pull the 
trigger,” says one, prompting 
another to ask, “Why didn’t he 
just reach down and use his 
hand?” An argument ensues, 
everyone taking part except the 
man busily picking his nose at the 
end off the row. There’s a turkey 
hunter, bloated old redneck who 
mugs to the camera and tells 
convoluted stories about the hunt, 
often forgetting what he was 
saying and making up total crap. 
There’s also the worm farmer 
(“They have books about feeding 


GEN WEASEL 


worms but them books is wrong") 
and a cop who’s staking out 
speeders even though his radar 
gun is off somewhere for 
recertification. Perhaps the 
funniest is the couple who have a 
jarful of sand from the Nevada 
desert which they insist is 
growing and expanding. 

These people are for real - 
they take themselves very 
seriously - although at some 
points it’s hard to believe they 
don’t realize how hilarious they 
sound. This one will be tough to 
find, but you may be able to pick 
it up at Blockbuster, or better yet, 
try Facets video rental. Errol 
Morris has stayed with the 
documentary format so far ( and I 
strongly recommend his other 
films) but he is releasing a more 
mainstream fictional movie with 
big stars this summer. 


- This one is 
available in my local Blockbuster 
in the Drive-In section (the cover 
has references to the wimpiness 
of Freddy and Jason as compared 
to The Sadist). Very loosely 
based on the Starkweather 
murders of 1958, the plot 
concerns a trio of schoolteachers . 
who are on their way to a 
Dodgers game when their car 
breaks down at a service station 
in the middle of nowhere. No 
one is at the station, and when 
they investigate the house next to 
it, they find it empty as well, a 


half eaten meal laid out on the 
table. The manly schoolteacher 
attempts to fix the car while the 
bookish schoolteacher and the 
female schoolteacher comment 
on how weird the situation is. 
Soon, the Sadist and his 
girlfriend pop out of the woods 
and proceed to fuck with the 
teachers in a big way. They're 
not too interested in money, they 
want to torture them, scare the 
shit out of them , and then kill 
them. They have no morals or 
conscience, all they want to do is 
kill and laugh sadistically at the 
plight of their victims. | 
Тһе Sadist is played by 
Arch Hall Jr., the spoiled son of 
some movie bigwig at the time 
(this was shot in black and white 
in the early sixties) who is a 
terrible actor and comes off more 
like a mentally retarded bully 
than an evil monster. His gum 
chewing, sexually provocative 
girlfriend is a better actor than he, 
and though he does most of her 
speaking for her ("Judy doesn't 
like schoolteachers - they called 
her dumb") she exudes an aura of 
white trash charged danger. The 


action takes place within the time: 


frame of the movie and is shot all 
in the same location which gives 
it a wonderful sense of impending 
doom. The camera work is 
excellent for a low budget flick 
and the direction is brilliant. 
Considering when it was made, 
it’s pretty violent - not gory - but, 
well, sadistic. It was re-released 
on Rhino video and should be 
pretty easy to find. 


THE SWIMMER.- Although 
I'm sure that this 1968 film did 
fairly well at the box office, I 
doubt that many people 
remember it. Based on a John 
Cheever story, it stars Burt 
Lancaster as a man who, while at 
a friend's house one day, decides 
to swim his way home via his 
neighbors' pools. It starts out 
happily enough; we see Lancaster 
as a happy, kooky, spur-of-the- 
moment kind of guy. However, 
we soon realize that there's a lot 
going on that we know nothing 
about. At every pool in every 
backyard, we meet someone from 
Lancaster's past (it seems none of 
his neighbors have seen him in a 
year) and most of them are 
treating him kind if strangely; 
whenever he mentions his loving 
wife and doting daughters, he 
gets a face full of funny looks. 
We meet his ex-babysitter, whom 
he tries to seduce (succeeding in 
only scaring the shit out of her), 
his ex-mistress and a host of 
former friends. Slowly we begin 
to realize that all is not perfect in 
the Lancaster home. 


The film is clever in the 
way it only lets us know a little 
bit about the Lancaster character 
and although it has it's funny 
parts, (such as when he meets up 
with an extremely rich couple 
who are full fledged nudists) 
every time we see a piece of his 
past life, it helps paint a portrait 
of a desperate, pathetic middle 
aged man. By the time he finally 
arrives home, we've gotten 


enough clues to know what he'll , 
find when he gets there yet it's 
still sad. Be forewarned, this 


movie is very "sixties" - lots of 
blurry shots, cheesy dramatic 
music and dopey paranoid camera 
angles straight out of Night 
Gallery. Still, it's a neat one if 
you don't mind being depressed. 
It' available at my Blockbuster so 
it should be easy to get your paws 
on. 


Big Tits were director Russ 
Meyer's game and movies like 
this carried his fetish to an 
extreme. All four of the female 
characters in Pussycat have huge 
swaying jugs and Meyer shows 


them off as much as possible | 


without actually showing them 
bare. Though Meyer had a 
reputation for titillating flicks, 

ixen, this, perhaps 
his most famous, shows no nudity 
whatsoever. But from the 
beginning shots - which show his 
anti-heroes jiggling their wares at 
a go-go club - to the final scene, 
it's boobs galore. 


The plot concerns three 
tough chicks who kidnap a fresh 
faced young girl after beating her 
boyfriend in a car race and then 
karate chopping him to death. 
They come across a lovely old 
house occupied by two brothers 
(one is a muscular retarded lug) 
and their insane father who 
supposedly has a stash of cash 
hidden away. One of the brothers 
finds out that the girls intend to 
rob the old coot blind and tries to 


put a stop to it , but how do you 
stop three black belt hell cats 
without spilling some blood? 
Well, you don't. Actually, the 
violence is pretty wimpy - not a 
lot of blood, but it's pretty 
effective just the same. 

Tura Satana steals the 
show as Varla, laeder of the gang 
- nasty and devious (and not too 
coincidentally, her hooters appear 
to outweigh her cohorts' by at 
least a pound each). Her sidekick 
is Rosie, a mean, bitchy Mexican 
whose black heart is buried deep 
beneath her succulent mounds of 
flesh. Rounding out the group is 
Billie, the blond bombshell who's ' 
really just along for the ride, 
waiting for the perfect man to 
take her away from all this. 
Violent, slick, and featuring great 
go-go type sixties tunes, this one 
is well worth seeking out. 


- This one is more of 
a mainstream feature; it was 
directed by Alan J. Pakula who 
has done countless box office hits 
starring "actors" like Ralph 
Macchio and it's based on a play 
by Lyle Kessler. Regardless, it's 
a great movie. 

It's about two orphans, 
played by Matthew Modine (in 
probably the only good 
performance of his career) and 
Kevin Anderson (who also played 
the part in the play). Modine is a 
penny ante thief, swiping wallets 
and purses in order to support 
himself and his brother in the run 
down house the occupy in 
Newark, New Jersey. Modine 
has convinced Anderson that he 
is allergic to outside air, so 
Anderson never leaves the house, 
content to sit around making up 
games and reading (a definite no- 
no according to his brother) on 
the sly. One night, Modine meets 
a drunk rich man in a bar, brings 
him home and kidnaps him. The 
man (played by Albert Finney) 
breaks loose easily the next day, 
but sticks around, offering to 
*hire" the boys - turns out he's a 
powerful mob man from Chicago. 
Although these three are 
essentially the only characters in 
the film and the action rarely 
leaves the house, the story moves 
along quickly, never getting 
boring, as Finney brings 
Anderson out of his shell and 
tries to get Modine to bring his 
anger under control. 


The great thing about this 
movie is it's odd sense of humor, 
and the way it unflinchingly 
delves into the bizarre 
relationship between the brothers. 
Although it's basically a sad 
movie, it's far to funny to be 
considered a serious drama. 

This is another one that 
should be easy to find in a video 
store and I strongly recommend it 
if you're interested in seeing a 
strange movie with excellent, 
mainstream production values. 


IHE WIZARD OF GORE - 
The Wizard of Gore is part of the 
comeback trilogy that re- 
established Herschell Gordon 
Lewis as the undisputed King of 


Gore. Lewis was the creator of 


gore; back in 1963 he made a - 
hilarious and violent flick called 
Blood Feast which features, 
among other things, a woman's 
tongue being cut out. Though he 
had made a name for himself in 
nudie flicks and hillbilly flicks - 
low budget features designed to 
make a quick buck at the drive-in, 

1 was his first gore 
film, and was profitable enough 
for him to make quite a few 
others such as 2000 Maniacs and 
The Gruesome Twosome. 

In Wizard, Montag the 
Maginicent is a magician with a 
grisly act; he dismembers female 
audience members in the most 
violent and discusting ways 
possible, then makes them 
magically reappear whole, 
However, unbeknownst to the 
crowd, roughly a half hour later, 
the audience volunteers kind of ... 


fall apart again. Sherry Carson is 
impressed enough by Montag to 
request an interview from him for 
her talk show. She goes to see his 
show with her boyfriend (three 
nights in a row, with the same 
audience members wearing the 
same clothes - talk about low 
budget!) and soon they become 
convinced that there is more to 
Montag than meets the eye. 

The gore is phony as hell - 
it always was in Lewis' films - 
and the level of humor achieved 
is an interesting one; the actors 
play it extremely straight, making 
the script unintentionally 
hilarious - or do they? Watching 
this film in particular makes you 
wonder if Lewis wasn’t totally 
aware of how funny the serious 
pontificating in his scripts would 
sound when performed by terrible 
actors on a shoestring budget. 

All of Lewis’ gore films 
are worth seeing, particularly 
Blood Feast, Color Me Blood 
Red, and The Gore-Gore Girls (in 
which a lacerated nipples spurts 
out blood and milk) but The 
Wizard Of Gore is a as good a 
film as any to start with. Lewis 
has been sort of “rediscovered” 
recently and as a result, these 
flicks are easier to find than ever. 


= Though this film was 

released in 1932, it became a cult | 
hit again in the mid-seventies and | | 
has been a favorite of weird 
movie lovers ever since. | 
It was director Tod! 
Browning's (he directed the 
. original Dracula) swan song - 
after this movie was banned. 


worldwide and snubbed by 
critics, he fell into an alcoholic 
stupor and died at a broken, 
miserable sop. 

We are informed at the 
beginning of the film that there 
will never again be another movie 
like this made due to 
technological advances that were 
preventing the birth defects that 
made the freaks what they were 
and it was true. But even in 


1932, the public had some sort of 


liberal social conscience that 
wouldn’t allow them to take 
pleasure in seeing a movie about 
“unfortunates.” Too bad, because 
many of the freaks depended on 
the gawking public in order to 
make a living. 

The story is about a 
midget who is in love with a 
trapeze artist. While his tiny 
girlfriend stands by helplessly, he 
moons over the blond beauty, 
blissfully unaware that she’s only 
playing with him to get her hands 
on his money. We meet a parade 
of wonderful freaks, from Johnny 
Eck, the half man, to the black 
"worm man” who has no arms or 
legs (and can still roll and light a 
cigarette with his mouth about 10 
times faster than I could with two 
hands), the hilarious, sarcastic 
Siamese twins, the bearded lady 
(who gives birth to a bearded 
baby) and of course the lovable 
pinheads. 

During the film's most 
famous scene, the freaks have a 
feast with the trapeze artist and 
her REAL boyfriend the 
Strongman, їп attendance. 
Jubilant over the midget's 


newfound love, they pass a goblet 
full of wine around the table 
while chanting, Gooba Gobba, 
Gooba Gobba, we accept you, we 
accept you, one of us, one of us," 
a line used at the beginning of the 
Ramones “Pinhead.” 

The film has a frightening 
ending, in fact it’s cut out of some 
versions of the film, so beware. 
In it, the freaks band together and 
mutilate the trapeze artist, turning 
her into a grotesque freak. 

The only problem some 
might have with this film is that 
many of the characters have thick 
European accents which makes 
them difficult to understand. I 
don’t see it as a drawback 
however; I own this film and 
every time I see it, I find 
something new. Furthermore, it 
requires you pay attention to 
what’s going on. Despite it’s 
popularity, Freaks is not widely 
available at most video stores. 
Check out Blockbuster, and if 
they don’t have it, check out any 
place that sells videos. This one’s 
worth owning. 

That’s all I have for this. 
time. I plan on continuing to 
review flicks and some of the 
themes I’ve come up with are: 
“Great movies From The 
Seventies,” “Slasher Flicks 
Worth Writing Home About,” “ A 
Complete Guide To John Waters’ 
Films (yeah, even the early ones 
like ‘The Diane Linkletter Story’ 
and ‘Eat Your Makeup’), “Classic 
Pornography On Video” and 
“Sergio Leone - King Of The 
Westerns.” Ok. 


Buffy and Sissy's Fashion Connaissance 


This season has certainly been an 
avalanche of fashion faux pas. Nothing 
has made that clearer to us than our 
attendance at a recent Naked Raygun 
show. Naturally, high door xd 
would have normally kep 


passes in the mail. So 
off we went?! 

WHAT a mistake. 

Everwhere we 
turned, our eyes were 
assaulted. The grand 
total of flannel shirts 
was a startling 37, and 
that was in the bar 
area alone. It's one thing to wear a 
flannel shirt, but it's quite another to 
wear it incorrectly. For additional 
flannel help, look for the upcoming 
book: Like Dona that Is gross; 


published be Penguin Classic for 
$14.95. 

However, the audience can't be 
blamed completely. SHHHHHHHH! 
Don't say you heard it from us, but 
there's a rumor that an UNNAMED 
singer at that show is a model for J. 
Crew catalogs, or at least dresses like 
one, Tsk!! 


Now for Buffy and Sissy's neato 
mosquito contest... 
Here's how to enter: 
1. No purchase necessary. (But if 
yor're reading this, you better have 
bought the а 


xh ht a P.O. Box 14182, 
Id |) Chicago, IL 60614. 
953. Winners will 


mi Peele receive a totally FAB 


prize. Seriously. Would we lie to 
ou? 

4, Void where prohibited. Entries 

must be postmarked. 

5. Underdog employees and their 

families are not eligible to participate 

in the contest. 


QUESTION 1) Name the UNNAMED 
singer written about in our column. 
QUESTION 2) What kind of shoes was 
the UNNAMED singer wearing? 


Good luck, have fun, and don’t dress 
like a Delbert! 


Under 
UNDER A BRIDGE UNDER THE HIGHWAY IN ST. LOUIS WITH ZOE AND BRAD, HOPING TO FIND 
SOMEONE KIND ENOUGH TO PICK UP THREE HOT, SUNBURNED, IRRITABLE SOULS WITH A CUTE 
LITTLE SIGN THAT READS "MEMPHIS", KNOWING DAMN WELL THAT NO ONE IS GOING TO PICK 
US ALL UP AT THE SAME TIME. THREE'S A CROWD, SO I SLAPPED ON SOME MORE SUN 
PROTECTION, THREW MY BAG OVER MY SHOULDER, EXCHANGED GOODBYES AND GOOD LUCKS, AND 
HEADED UP THE RAMP ONTO THE HIGHWAY. THIS WAS MY SECOND SOLO JOURNEY ON THE HIGH- 
WAY, THE FIRST BEING IN BUMFUCK TRUCKSTOP, ILLINOIS, WHERE I HITCHED A RIDE WITH 
A GUY IN A 228. HE DROVE OVER 100 M.P.H. MOST OF THE WAY TO ST. LOUIS. THIS TIME 
DIDN'T SEEM LIKE IT WOULD WORK OUT QUITE AS WELL, BUT BELIEVE IT OR NOT, IT ALMOST 
DID. I SKATED ON THE SHOULDER DOWN UNDER ANOTHER BRIDGE AND WAVED MY SIGN IN THE 
AIR FOR ALL THE PASSER-BYERS TO IGNORE. SMOKED A CIGARETTE THAT A GUY DOWNTOWN GAVE 
ME (ACTUALLY HE GAVE ALL THREE OF US A PACK EACH), THEN SOME OLD GUY IN A BEAT UP 
CAR STOPPED AND I JUMPED IN WITH ALL MY SHIT AND A BIG SMILE ON MY FACE. HE WAS 
JUST GOING ABOUT FIFTEEN MILES DOWN THE HIGHWAY, SO I LISTENED TO HIM TALK ABOUT 
THE NEW WORLD THAT'S COMING AND HOW EVERYONE WILL HAVE FLESH SOFTER THAN A BABY'S 
AND HOW WE WILL ALL BECOME FREE FROM SICKNESS, WORK, RENT, AND EVERYTHING ELSE ' 
UNDER THE SUN. THEN HE TALKED ABOUT HOW RELIGION IS THE CAUSE OF MOST WARS AND 
HOW HITLER HAD A BELT BUCKLE THAT READ "WITH GOD", OR SOMETHING LIKE THAT. HE 
REMINDED ME OF MY ARKANSAS FRIEND, BEYOND-BUDDHA-BUBBA-FREE-BRADLEY, OTHERWISE 
KNOWN AS "NUT". SO TRIS GUY TOLD ME TO THINK ABOUT EVERYTHING HE SAID, LIKE I 
WAS REALLY LISTENING IN THE FIRST PLACE. ACTUALLY,I WAS LISTENING, I WAS JUST 
NOT IN THE MOOD TO THINK ABOUT SOMETHING LIKE THAT AT A TIME LIKE THIS. SO I 
TOLD HIM THANKS AND HE TOLD ME TO KEEP LIVING AS I SHUT THE DOOR OF HIS OLD CAR. 
NO BRIDGE (SHADE) IN SIGHT, BUT A RED TRANS AM DROVE ON THE SHOULDER AND I SKATED 
DOWN TO HIS CAR, HOPING HE WOULDN'T TAKE OFF ONCE I GOT THERE. LUCKILY HE DIDN'T. 
HE JUST GOT OFF FROM HIS LIFEGAURD JOB AND WAS HEADED TO ANOTHER, SO HE TOOK ME 
ANOTHER TWENTY MILES DOWN THE ROAD, WHERE I GOT OUT IN THE SWELTERING SUN WITH 
STILL NO SIGHT OF SHADE. SET MY CRAP DOWN AND HELD UP MY MEMPHIS SIGN, WITH LITTLE 
ANTICIPATION FOR SALVATION. TWO SECONDS LATER AND SALVATION ROLLED UP--A WHITE TRASH 
COUPLE SMOKING A JOINT AND LISTENING TO ALL THE SONGS BRAD, ZOE, AND I WERE SINGING 
LAST NIGHT WHILE DRINKING IN ST. LOUIS. THEY SHARED THEIR WEED WITH ME AND I GOT 
REALLY STONED. I HAD TIME TO COOL DOWN, SINCE THEY WERE GOING TO CAPE GIRADEAU, A 
SMALL TOWN ABOUT EIGHTY MILES AWAY. THESE -PEOPLE WERE REALLY NICE, BUT AT THE 
SAME TIME THEY WERE HELL SCARY. THE GUY HAD AN AFRO ALMOST AS BIG AS GRANT'S FROM 
DEMISE AND A BUNCH OF GNARLY TATTOOS. ONE TAT SAID "BORN LOSER" AND HAD A SHINING 
CROSS AND ANOTHER ONE WAS THE ZIG ZAG LOGO AND A MARIJUANA LEAF NEXT TO IT. IF 
THAT WASN'T ENOUGH, THEY HAD A FUCKIN' BOX OF SYRINGES IN THE BACK! THAT GUY MUST 
OF BEEN ON THAT DOG FOOD CUZ YOU COULD HARDLY TELL WHAT WAS COMING OUT OF HIS LAZY 
MOUTH. THEY WERE REALLY GIVING AND ALL, SHARING THERE WEED AND DRINK WITH ME. IT 
WAS NICE AND COOL IN THEIR CAR, TOO. WE LISTENED TO MORE RADIO AND SMOKED MORE 
CIGARETTES. WE PASSED BY THIS EIGHTEEN WHEELER AND THE GUY SAID TO HIS GIRLFRIEND, 
"LOOK, HE'S GOT NAKED BITCHES ON RIS MUDFLAPS", AND SHE SAID SOMETHING LIKE, 
"COUSIN BOBBY HAS SOME OF THEM ON HIS TRUCK". IT WAS REALLY STRANGE AND KIND OF 
UNCOMFORTABLE, BUT MUCH MORE COMFORTABLE THAN STANDING OUT ON THE HIGHWAY EIGHTY 
MILES BACK. THEY DROPPED ME OFF UNDER A BRIDGE AND IT FELT A LITTLE COOLER OUT, 
AS THE DARK CLOUDS ROLLED IN WITH THE THUNDER. IT'S REALLY WEIRD HITCHING CUZ 
YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT'S GOING TO HAPPEN NEXT. EITHER SITTING UNDER THE BRIDGE 
WHILE THE STORM PASSES OR GETTING LUCKY WITH A LADY AND TWO LITTLE KIDS IN A PICK 
UP TRUCK, WHERE I RODE IN THE BACK ALL THE WAY TO MEMPHIS, WHERE I WANDERED 
AROUND LOOKING FOR BRAD AND ZOE, WHICH IS ANOTHER STORY. 
5 * matthew * 


CATALOG 


It's a new catalog!!! 
There's even more distribution 
stuff. We have > been selling a lot 
of things at local gigs, and so 
this catalog has two price 
columns; one for mailorder (її 


includes postage) and one for 
"hand" rate (which is our “at 
show" price). These catalogs are 
subject to change, so dont hold 
us to em too much. 


CD (includes Ihe Big Wheel EP too) ................... $7.00 ... 
SHAGGY/ESKIMO NATION - Kites Are Fun - split7* EP .$3.00 . 


Underdog Zine - #2, Summer 1992 - 90+ pages........$1.00 ... 


TASTY BUSH - FUCK WORK - 7' ЕР.................................. $3.00 ... 
ESKIMO NATION - Immunization2everything - 7' ЕР...53.00... 
8 BARK - The Big Wheel - 7' ЕР...................................... $3.00 ... 
I.M.F. - Brother Flywheel’s Revenge - 7' EP ................. $3.00 

DEAD STEELMILL - It’s All Over - 7' ЕР........................... $3.00 ... 
8 BARK = Twelve . таана $3.00 ... 
FRIENDS OF BETTY - Blind Faith I| - LP/CS ...................... $6.00 . 
SPONGETUNNEL - Morons.,..And Monsters!! - LP / CS., S0. OO. 
IMPULSE MANSLAUGHTER - He Who Laughs... - LP. ., S. OO. 
SPONGE - Born Under a Bad Sponge LP. . . $6.00 ... 


I.D.UNDER - The Lords of Nothing - 12° EP.................... $5.00 ... 


WEA), ОЛ VILE 


: HAND MAIL 
XN fe eo M C. $6.00........$7,00 
APOCALYPSE H N - Green Monster - 7' EP. ...... $3.00........93.50 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN - Punish the Innocent - CS.... $3.00........93.50 
BHOPAL SIFFS - EP Aico: 12. ЕР оныннан иннии ы ызыны етер $5.00........ $6 
BILLINGSGATE - Reach OUI e T" EP eaoaai $3.00........93 
BOB RECORDS: CHEESE, BALD CW ae (11), 
DASHING MARBLES, and d. E eee each $3.00........ 3 
UU É LS - Bollweevils - 7"singl $2. 
CHIA PET - Chla Pet - ‚Ж 
CHNO HORDE - 7" sl 
55 Lung Farts - 
- ALT 


3 
3 
MANNEQUIN HAND - “ШОМ yg. MM $900... 3 
NECKBRAGCE =7 D. eM анаи $2 00... 2 
OILY-O - aJ ER SNUG 93100, 3 
3 J ˙²˙» UE $9.00........ $3.50 
PANX Vinyl Zine #7 - SEX BOMA, VIRUS INSURRECTION, HUMAN ERROR, 
NAOP, С ҮА HECTOR - 7" comp EP - Ргалсе......................... 83.00. , 83.50 
PANX Vinyl Zine #8 - HATED PRINCIPLES, APRYK, SANITY ASSASSINS, 
BEYOND DESCRIPTION, TBC WHAT? - 7° comp EP - France................... 89.00. 83.50 
PANX Vin Zine #9 - FJONGUNS, DEAD YOUTH, BLIGHTED AREA, 
BLE MINDED, INCERTITUDE - 7" comp EP = France.................. $3.00........53.50 


PANX VIS Zine #10 - RATS OF UNUSUAL SIZE, VALSE TRISTE, CLAUSTROPHOBIA, 
PENDENTI € вае 4 Comp EP - France $3.00........93.50 
7 WA, gs - 7" EP 


HAND MAIL 


SEVAG VA PS - — —————— SU ИМЕНИК... 
TEXAS ERING LIZARDS - в EP... ссн pe eee 83.00. , 83.50 
TRIBE - Primordial Bop - LP SUI ХЫ ( „it 8 ы рер? $2,00........93.00 
Various Artists - -7' comp EP. Ws (0. { 
various Artists - ie OO 
Various Artists - $3. 
Various Artists - Inno ^... 96.00 
Various " 
WOLVERINE P PETTING ZOO - Ihe Pain - CS : $3.00 
WRONG ца n 83.00. , 88.50 
ED 
voni "C$- Quebec, Con 95.00.......56.00 
RROWIMPEZIINESS 
— Sc NNI HAND MAIL. 
' ee ... 
A $.50..........9.75 
; k Mind- Winter '91 - 31 poges tor for Brok lovers...» cwm TT 
К Mind- Summer г92- 39 90050 8. Soit of к Wc. 0.......51.50 
got, сш — А 82.00 
- 12 pages, Chi bbs. . . . . . . . u. e $1.50 
Damaged Zine: 72-16 роде, en eee careat? 1 
Haus € "Fon #7 -4 pages Nashi sui. 250 
s, Minneapolis stuff . . . . . . Р 
КЫ; PH 16 6 pages, Chicago scene stuff ......... 9000 
- #7 - 28 pages. Indinapolis STUFF . . . . . . . .. ач m 
Chicago & stuff, free plus postage .......... 81 00 
CT HAND MAIL. 
FILLER/SPONGETUNNEL - T. Rex on front, band logos on back, 
* Euro tour leftovers, Red, Blue, Purple, and Black XL T-shirts ......... $4.00........$5.00 
UNDERDOG RECORDS LOGO - white logo on black XL T-shirt....$6.00........ $7.00 
8 BARK he d logo on an XL white T-shirt. ................. $6.00........57.00 


Ф. 


All mail prices postpald within US. Foreign orders add a dollar or two (or three if 
you're really far away or want airmalll). DEAL THING! For every $15 of stuff you order, 
you pick an extra 7" for free! In case we might be out of a selection, feel free to list 
altemate choices 


Write Silly Letters to Underdog Records at: 
P. O. Box 14182, Chicago, IL 60614“ (312) 772-4545 


| ei 
R 


